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THE

Merry Wives ofWindfor.

A C T L SCENE I.

J/z/ict' Shallow, Slender, andSirllw^A
Evans.

S H J L L O T-r,

I R Hugh, perfuade me not I will
make a Star-CbajTibcr IVfatter of it

:

Jf he were twenty Sir John Faljlaffs,
he fliall not abu.b Robert Shalicx'j,

Efq;

Sleti. In the County of Gloucrjier^
Jiiftice of Peace, and Cora77i.

ShaL Ay^ Coufm Slender, and C^/C
tabrum,

w^'r
^^^^ ^^io-^orum too; and a Gentleman born.

Mailer Parfon, who writes himieJf ..W^^..., in any Bill
Warrant, (pittance, or Obligation, Arnugcro.

ShaL Ay, that I do, and have done, any time thefe
three hundred Years.

S/en All his SuccefTors, gone before him, have don't:
and all his Ancellors, that come after him, may ; the/
may give the dozen white Luces in their Coat.

Sha/. h is an old Coat.
E-ja. The dozen white Lowfes to become an oM Coat

well; jt agrees well Pallimt ; it is a fiuniiiar L'eail to
Man, and i)gniiies Love.

The Luce is the Frclli-f the Salt-hlh is an oM
Coat.
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4 ^ho MenJ Wives
Slen, I may quarter, Coz,

ShaL You may, by marrying.

E'va. It is marring indeed, if he quarter it»

ShaL Not a whit.

E'va. Yes, per Lady ; if he has a quarter ofyour Coat,

there is but three Skirts for your felf, in my fimple Con-
jedlures ; but that is all one : If Sir Jchi Falfiaff have
committed Difparagements upon you, I am cf the Church,
and will be glad to do my Benevolence, to' make Atone-

ments and Compromifes between you.

ShaL The Council fhall hear it ; it is a Riot.

Eva, It is not meet the Council hear of a Riot ; there

is no Fear of Got in a Riot : The Council, look you,

fhall defire to hear the Fear of Got, and not to hear a

£iot ; take your viza-ments in that. -

ShaL Ha ! o' my Life, if I were young again, thtf

Sword fliould end it.

E'va, It is petter that Friends is the Sword, and end

it ; and there is alfo another Device m my Prain, which
peradventure prings good Difcretions with it : There is

Anne Page, which is Daughter to Mafler George Page^

which is pretty Virginity.

S/en. Mrs. Jme Page F fhe has brown Hair and

fpcaks fmall like a Woman.
E't'a. It is that ferry Perfon for all the Orld, as jufi: as

you will defire : and feven hundred Pounds of Monies,

and Gold, and Silver, is her Grandfire upon his Death bed

(Got deliver to a joyful Refurredlions) give ,when fhe is a-

ble to overtake feventeen Years old : It were a good moti-

on, ifwe leave our pribbles and prabbles, and defire a Mar-

riage between Mailer Abraham and Miflrefs Anne Page,

Slen.V>\^ her Grandfire leave her feven hundred Pounds

!

E'vn. Ay, and her Father is make her a petter Penny.

Skn. I know the young Gentlewoman : fhe has good

Gifts.

E'va, Se\Tn hundred Pounds and PofTibilities is goot

Gifts.

ShaL Well ; let us fee honeft Mr.P^^.^ ; Is Tal]iafft\itxO.

ii-i;.'?.Shall I tell you a Lye r I do defpife a Lyar as I do

defpife one that is falfe ; or as I defpife one that is not

true. The Knight, Sir John, is there ? and I befeech you

be Fukd by your Well withers. I will peat the Door.

\Knoch.'\



^'Windsor. ^
[K/iccb] for Matter Page, What hoa ? Got blefs your
Houfe here.

Enter Mr. Page,
Page. Who's there?

£^va. Here's Got's plefTing and your Fnen,^, and Ja-
RicQ S6a/Io-Lv ; and here's young Matter Slender, that per-

I

adventures lhall tell you another Tale, if matiers gro^^v^

. to your likings.

I

Page, 1 am glad to fee your Worfliip's well : I thank
i you for my Venifon, Matter Shallo-w.

.
Shal. Matter Page, I am glad to fee you ; much good

do it your good Heart : T wilh'd your Venifon better ; it

wasillkiird. How doth good Mittrefs Page? And I
thank you always with my Heart, la ; with my Heart. -

Page. Sir, I thank you.

ShaL Sir, I thank you ; by yea and no \, do
Page, I am glad to fee you, good Mailer Slender,

SIcn, How do^s your fallow Greyhound, Sir ? I heard
fay, he was outrun on Cot/ale.

Page, It cou'd not br jadg'd. Sir.

Skn. You'll not confsfs, youMl not confefs.

^

SJ?aL That he will not ; 'cis your Fauk, 'tis your Fault,
'tis a good Dog.

Page. A Cur, Sir,

Shal. Sir, he's a good Dog, and a fair Dog can
there be more faid ? He is good and fair. Is Sir Jolm
Falj^affhtrtl

^

Page. Sir, he-'s within ; and I would I could do a good
Ofiice betv.een you.

Eva. it is/poke as a Chrittians ought to fpeak.
S/jal, He hath wrong'd me. Matter Ptg^.
Page. Sir, he doth in fome fort confjis it.

Sl:>al. If it be confefs'd, it is not redrefs'd ; is not that
fo. Matter Page P He hath wi ong'd me, indeed he hath,
at a word he hath, believe me, RoLtrt Shallonv, Efquire,
faith, he is vvrong*d.

Page. Here comes Sir John.
Enter Sir ]Qhn FalttalF, Bardolph, Nym, WPiflol.

NoA-, MixiXQT Shallovc, you'll complain of mc to
the King ?

SJpal. Knight, you have beaten my Men, kill'J my
Deer, and broke open mv Lodge.

' A 3 Fal



6 ^he Merry Wives
Fal. Btit not kifs'd your Keeper's Daughter.
Shal, Tut, a pin ; this fhill be anfwer'd.

TaL I will anfvver it llraight ; I have done all this.

Thatis now anfuer'd,

Shal. The Council fhall know this.

Pal ^Twere better for you, if it were known in Couni-

cil ; You'Jl be laugh'd at.

E*Va. Pauca uerha. Sir jfohn, good Wort5.
Fal. Good Worts ? Good Cabbage. Slender, I broke

your Head : what ATatter have you againftme ?

Slen, Marry, Sir, I have Matter in my Head againft

you, and againft your Cony-catching Ralcals, Bardolph^

NjTfiy and Vijlol.

Bar. You Banhury Ch cefe.

Skn. Ay, it is no matter,

PtJ}. How now, Mephofiophilus ?
Skn, Ay, it is no matter.

Njm. Slice, I fay, pauca, pauca : Slice, that's my Hu-
mour.

Sle7t: Where's Slvrph, my Man ? Can you tell, Ccuf n ?

Eva. Peace, I pray you ; No\v let us underiland ; there

IS three Umpires in this matter, as I underftand ; that

is, Mailer Page, fdclicety Mailer Page ; and there is my
fclf, fidelicet, my felf; and the tJiree Party is, laflly, aiid

finally, mine H oil of the Garter.

Mr. Pags^ We three to hear it, and end it between

them.

E'va. Ferry goot ; I will make a Prief of it in my
. Note book, and we will after^:rds ork upon the Caufe

with as great difcretlv as we can.

Fed. PiftoL

P:J}. He hears with Ears,

Lva, The Tevil and his Tarn ; what Phrafe is this,

>e hears with Ear ? Vv^hy it is Affcclations.

,

FaL Pijlol, did you pick Mailer Slender\ Purfe ?

SUn. Ay, by thefe Gloves, did he, or I would I might
never come in mine own great Chamber again elfe, of
feven Groats in Mill-fixpences, and two Ed^iard Shovel-

boards, that coil me two Shilling and two Pence a-piece,

of Tend Miller
',
by thefe Gloves.

Fal. Js this true'

E \^a, No ; it is falfc^ if it is a Pick-purfe.

Pljl.



W I N D S 0 R. 7
Pij}. Ha! thou Aiountain Foreigner; Sir John ^ and

?\lalter mine, I Combat challenge of this Latin Bilbcc ;

Word of denial in thy Labras here j word of Denial ;

Froth and Scum, thou lyM.

Sien. By thefe Gloves, tlien *t\vas he.

N^fji. Be advisM, Sir, and pafs good Humours : I will

fiiy m?j-ry trap with you, if } ou run the bafe Humour
on me ; that is the very Note of it.

Skn, By this Hat, then he in the red Face had its for

tho' I cannot remember what I did when you made me
drunk, yet I am not altogether an Afs.

FaL What fay you, Scnrlei and Jolvz ?

Bard. Why, Sir, for my part, I fay, the Gentlemen
had drunk himfelf out of his five Sentences.

Eva, It is his five Senfes : Fy, what the Ignorance is ;

Bard. And being fap. Sir, was, as they fay, cafnierM,

jind fo Conclufions pall the Car-eircs.

Sht, Ay, you fpeak in Latin then too but ':is no mat-

ter ; ril ne'er be drunk whilit I live again, but in honell,

civil, godly Company for this Trick ; if I be drunk Til

be drank with thofe that have the Fear of God, and not

with drunken Knaves.

E'ja. So Got udge me, that is a virtu<:us Mind.
FaL Vou hear all thcfe Matters dcny'd, Gentlemen, }'0U

hear it.

E7iter Mrs, Anne Page, nvith Wine,

Page. Nay, Daughter, carry the Wine in; we'll drink

within. [£,Y/V Anne Page*

Slen. On Heaven ! this is Miilrcfs Anne Page,

Enter Mijirefs Ford ami Mijirc/s Page.

Page. How now, Miilrefs Ford^
Fed. .\fi:lrefs Ford., by my Troth, ycuarc very Vvcll

met; by your leave, good Aiiilrefs.

Page, Wife, bid thele Gentlemen welcome : Come, wc
Ji Ive a hot A'enifon Pally to dinner : Come, Geiulcincr.,

I hope we lliall drink down all Unkindncfs.

lEx. Fnl. Page, CV.
Mar.ent Shallov/, Evans Slender.

S>ler, I had rather than forty Shilling, I had my Lcok
of Songs and Sonnets here.

E)iicr Simple.

How now, ^iwph^' where have you been > I muft wait
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on my felf, muft I r you have not the Book of Riddles

about you, have you ?

Slmf, Book of Riddles ! Why, did you not lend it to

Alice Short-cake upon Alhallcnimas lall, a Fortnight afore

Martlenias ?

Sbal. Come, Coz ; come, Ccz ; we ftay for you : A
word with you, Coz : Marry this, Coz ? there is, as

'twere a Tender, a kind of Tender, made afar off by Sir

Hugh here : Do you underfland me ?

Shn. Ay, Sir, you fliall find mc reafonable : If it be fo,

I will do that that is reafon :

Shal. Nay but underftand me.

Slen. So I do. Sir.

E^ja. Give ear to his Motions, Mr. Slender: I will

defcription the matter to you, if you be Capacity of it.

Slen. Nay, I will do as my Coufm Shallo-ju fays : I

pray you, pardon me : he's a Jufiicc ofPeace in his Coun-

try, fimple tho' I ftand here.

' E'va. But that is not the Queftion : The Queftion is

concerning your Marriage.

ShaL Ay, there's the point. Sir.

Eva, Marry is it; the very point of it, to Mrs. Anni

Page,

Slen. Why, if it be fo, I will marry her upon any rea-

fonible Cemands.

Eva. But can you affe^lion the *oman ? Let us com-

mand to know that ofyour Mouth, or of your Lips : For

Givers Philofopiers hold that the Lips is Parcel of the

Mind: Therefore precifely, can you carry your good

Win to the Maid ?

Shal. Coufm Ahrdham Slender^ can you love her ?

Sle-'i. I hope. Sir; I wil! do as it fliall become one that

would do Reafon.

E'i:a. iNSiy, Get's Lords and his Ladies, you muftfpeak

poflitable, if you can carry her your Defires towards her.

Slal. That ycu muil

:

Will you upon good Dowry, marry her ?

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that upon your Re-

queft, Coufm, in any Reafon.

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, fweet Coz, what

I do, is to pleaiUre you, Coz : Can you love the Maid ?
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Sh n. I will marry her, Sir, at your Requcll : But ifthere

be no great Love in the beginning, yet Heaven may de-

creafe it upon better Acquaintance^ when we are marry'd,

and have more occafion to know one another ; I hope
upon Familiarity will grow more contempt. But if you
fay, marry her, I will marry her, that 1 am freely dif- •

folved, and difToIutely.

E'Z^a. It is a ferry difcretion Anfwer ; fave-,. the fall is ia
th' Ort difTolutely : The Ort is, according to our meaning,
refolutely ; his Meaning is good.

Shal. Ay, I think my Coufm meant well.

S/e^. Ay, or elfe I would I might be hang'd, la,

E^i.'er Mifirefs Anne Page.

iSZW. Here comes fair Miflrefs Jmie : Would I were
Young for your fake, Millrefs j^jine.

Anne, The Dinner is on the Table ; my Father de-

fires your VVorfhip^s Company.
^hal. I will on him, fair Miftrefs Anrie.

Enja, Cd's plciTed Will, I v/ill not be abfence at the

Grace. \Exit Shallow a7id Evans.

Anne. Will't pleafe your Worfhip to come in. Sir ?

Slcn. No, I thank you fcrfcoth heatily, I am very welL
Au7ie, The Dinner attends you. Sir.

^len. I am not a hungry, I thank you, Forfooth : Gcy
Sirrah, for all you are my A^Ian, go wait upon my Cou-
fm Shaikh ; \Ex. Simple.'] A Jultice of Peace^ fomtime
may be beholden to his Friend for a Man. I keep but.

three A^fen and a Boy yet, 'till my Mother be dead ; but

what tho*, yet I live like a poor Gentleman born.

Anne. I may not go in without your Worfhip they

will not lit till you come.

Slen. I faith, Fil eat nothing ; I thank you as much as
'

tiough I did.

Anne. I pray you. Sir, walk in.

Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you ; I bruis*d

my Shin th' other Day, witn playing at Sword and Dag-
ger with a Maftcr of Fence, three Veneys for a Difh of

ilew'd Prunes, and by my troth, I cannot abide the fmcll

of hot Meat fince.. Why do your Dogs bark fo r be thera

Beirs i' th' Town r

Anne. I think there are, Sir, I heard them talk'd of.

5//;/. I love ti.e S}3ort well, but I lliall as foon q;;arrer

A 5 ast



at it as any Man in Eiigland, You are afraid, if you fee

the Bear loofe, are you not ?

Anne, Ay, indeed, Sir.

8len, That's Meat and Drink to me now ; I have fecn

Sackcrfon loofe twenty times, and have taken him by the

Chain ; but, I warrant you, the Women have fo cry'd and

fhriekt at it, that it paft : But Women, indeed, cannot abide

Vm, they are very ill-favour'd rough things.

Enter Mr. Page.

Page. Come, gentle Mr. Slender, come ; we ftay for you.

Slen, ril eat nothing, I thank you. Sir.

Page, By Cock and Pye you fliall not choofe, Sir^

come, come.

Slen. Nay, pray you lead the Way.
Page. Come on. Sir.

8len. A'lift^efs Jnne, your felf fliall go firft.

Jnne. Not I, Sir ; pray you keep on,

Slen. Truly, I will not go firll, truly- la : I will not d©
you that wrong.

Jnne. I pray you. Sir. »

Slen. ril rather be unmannerly than trcublefomeT you

do youx fel f wrong, indeed-la. [Exeuftt.

S C E N E II.

Re-Enter Evans ^WSim.pIe.

E^ja. Go your ways, and afk of .Dc61or Cahis' Houfe
v^ich is the W^ay ; and there dwells one Millrefs ^nckfyy

v/hich is in the manner of his Nurfe, or his dry Nurfe,

or his Cook, or his Laundry, his Wafher, and his Wringer,
Sim, Weil, Sir.

E^-a. Nay, it is petter yet i give her this Letter ; for

U is'a 'oman that altogethers Acquaintance with Millrefs

ylnne Page, and the Letter is to defire and require her

to folicit your Mailer's Defires to Mrs. Anne Page : I pray

you be gone ; I will make an end of my Dinner ; there^s

i^ippins and Cheefe to come. [Excu?jt fc<vnaU)\

SCENE IIL

Enter FaifiaiT, Hoft, Bardolph, Nym, Piftol and Robin.

Tal Mine Kofi of the Garter.

IM, V/hat fays my Bully rock ? fpeak fcholarly, and

-ivifely.

Tal



^Windsor. i i

TaL Truly, mine Hoft, I mull turn away feme of my
Followers.

HoJ}, Difcard, C'^lly Herculesy calhier ; let them wng^
trot, trot.

Fal. I fit at ten Pounds a Week.
HgJ}, Thou'rt an Emperor, C^r/ar, Keifar ^r\APhear:.n' -

I will entertain Bar^olph, he fhalldraw, Iiefnall tap ; laid

I well. Bully Heao?^ F

Fal. Do fo, good mine Hofl.

Ha/}. I have fpoke,. Jet him follow ; let mc fee thee

froth, and Jive : I am at a word : Follow. [f'A'i/ HolU
Fal. Bardclphj follow him, a Tapiier is a good Trader

an old Cloke makes a new Jerkin ; a whither'd Serving-

man, a frefh Tapfler ; go, adieu.

Bard. It is a Life that I have dcfir'd : I will thriix.

[Exit Bard,

PiJ}, O bafe Hungarian Wight, wilt thou the Spiggot

wield ?

Nym. He was gotten In Drink ; is not the Humour
conceited ? his Mind is not heroick, and there's the Hu-
mour of it.

Fal. lam glad I am fo quit of this Tindcrbox ; his

Thefts were too open, his Filching was like an unskil^

ful Singer, he kept not Time.
Nym. The good Humour is to Ileal at a Minute's reft,

Pijf. Convey, the Wifc^it call : Steal > foh, a fcofcr

the Phrafc
Fal. Well, Sirs, I am almoft cut at Hctls.

Fiji. Why then let Kibes cnfue.

Fal. There is no remedy : I mull coni-catch, I muit iliFc:.

P^. Young Ravens mull have Food.

FaL Which of you know Fcrd of this Town ?

Pijf. I ken the \V ight, he is of SuLilancc good.

Fal. My honell Lads, 1 will tell you what I am ^bont,

Pif} I'wo Yards and more.

Fal. No Quips now, Pijhl: Indeed T am in the wauc
two Yards about ; but 1 am row about no Wallc, I am
about 7 hrift. Briefly, I do mean to make Jove to Ford's

Wife : I fpy entertainment in licr ; ihe diiccurfcs, flic

carvc:^, file gives the Leer of Invitation ; I can conl^ruc

the Ai'liion cf lier fiimilinr Stile, and the hardejl Voice of

her Pchavicur^, to be cngliHAi rights is, I c,::i Sir John
Falil.ft's. FJ/l
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Fiji, He hath ftudy'd her Well and tranflated her Will,

out of KoneRy into E^tgUJh.

Nym. 1 he Anchor is deep ; will that Humour pafs ?

FaL Now the Report goes, fhe has all the Rule of htr

Hufband's Purfe : He hath a Legion of Angels.

Pifi. As many Devils entertain ; and to her. Boy, fay, I.

Nym. The Humour rifes it is good, humour me the

Angels.

Fal, I have writ me here a Letter to her ; and here

another to Fages Wife, who even now gave me good

Eyes too, examin*d my Parts with mod judicious Iliads,

fometimes the Beam of her View guilded my Foot, fome-

times my portly Belly.

Pifi. Then did the Sun on Dunghil fliine.

Ny?n. I txhank thee for that Humour.
FaL O fhe did fo courfe o'er my Exteriors with fuch

a greedy Intention, that the Appetite of her Eye did feem

to fcorch me up like a Barning-glafs : Here's another

Letter to her ; fne bears the Purfe too fhe is a Region in

Guiana J
all Gold and Bounty. I will be Cheater to them

both, and they fnall be Exchequers to me ; they fhall be

my Eajl and Wefi-lndies^ and I will trade to them both.

Go, bear thou this Letter to Mrs. Fage^ and thou

this to Miftrefs Ford: We will thrive. Lads, we will

thrive.

Fiji. Shall I Sir Fandarus of l^roy become ;

And by my Side wear Steel ? Then Lucifer take all.

Nyf7i, I will run no bafe Humour : Here take the Hu-
mour Letter, I will keep the Haviour of Reputation.,

FaL Hold, Sirrah, bear you thefe Letters rightly.

Sail like my Pinance to thefe golden Shores. \Tq Robin,

P.ogues, hence, avant, vanifh like Haiillones ; go.

Trudge, plod away o'th'hoof, feek fhelter, pack :

Falfiaff will learn the Humour of the Age.

Fre?icb Thrift, )'oa Rogues, my felf, and skirted Fage,

Exit FalflafF a?td Boy.

FIJI, Let Vultures gripe thy Guts ; for Goar'd, and
Fullam holds : And high and low beguiles the rich and
poor. Teller Til have in Pouch when thou ftialt lacky

Bafe Fhygian Turk.

Nym. I have Operations in my Head^,

Which be Humours of Revenge ?
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P//?. Wilt thou revenge ?

Nym. By Welkin and her Star.

P'ijl. With Wit, or Steel ?

Nym. With both the Humours, I

:

I will difcufs the Humour of this Love to Ford.

FIJI. And I to ?age (hall eke unfold

How Faljiaff, Varlet vile.

His Dove will prove, his Gold will hold,

And his foft Couch defile.

Nym. My Humour fhall not cool ; I will incenfe Fo: d to

deal with Poifon. I will poffefs him with Yeilownefs, for

the R«volt of mien is dangerous: That is my trueHumour.

Fiji. Thou art the Mars of Male-contents : I fecond

thee ; troop on. [^Exeunt,

SCENE IV.

Enter Mifirefs Quickly, Simple, and John Rugby.

Sluic, What, John Rugby ! I pray thee go to the Cafe-

ment, and fee if you can fee my Alafler, Mailer Do6ior
Cnius, coming ; if he do, Tfaith, and find any body in

the Houfe, here will be an old abufmg of God's Patience,

and the King's Englijh,

Rug, I'll go watch. l^Exit Rugby.
^ic. Go, and we^ll have a Pofiet for't foon at Nigkt,

in Faith, at the latter end of a Sea-coal Fire : An honell,

willing, kind Fellow, as ever Servant fhall come in Houfe
withal, and I warrant you no Tell-tale, nor no Breed-bate

;

his woril Fault is that he is given toPray'r, he is fomething

peeviih that way ; but no body but has his Fault ; but let

that pafs. Feter Simple you fay your Name is.

Stmp. Ay, for fault of a better.

j^//V. And Mafler Slenders your Mafler ?

Simp, Ay, Forfooth.

^ic. Does he not wear a great round Beard, like a
Glover's Paring knife ?

Simp' No, Forfooth ; he hath but a little Wee-face, with

a little yellow Beard, a Cane-coIour*d Beard.

^ic. A foftly-fprighted Man, is he not ?

Si?n^ Ay, Forfooth ; but he is as tall a Man of his

Hands, as any is between this and his Head ; he hath

fought with a Warrcner,
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£hizc. How fay you ? Oh, I Ihould remember him i

does he not hold up his Head, as it were ? and ftrut in

his Gate ?

Sr/^p. Yes, indeed, does he.

j^//V. Well, Heav'n fend J/me Tcge no worfe Fortune.

Tell Mafter Parfon E^ans, \ will do what I can for your

Mailer : Anne is a good Girl, and I wifh

Efiter Rugby.
Rtcg, Out, alas ! here comes my Mafter.

^k. We fhall all be fhent i fun in here, good young
Man ; go into this Clofet ; \j/juts Simple in the Clcjef\ He
will not ilay long. What, John Rugby! John! What
John, I fay ; go yoht:^ go inquire for my Mafter, I

doubt he be not well, that he comes not home : anddonxn,

Joivny doixn-a^ Sec, [•S'^^^^*

E;iie7' Do/Icr Caius.

Calus, Vat is you fmg ? I do net like des Toys ; pray

you go and vetch me in my Clofet, un boitier ^^erd ; a Box,

a green-a-Box ; do intend vat J fpeak ? a green-a-Bcx.

^iic. Ay, Fcrfooth, Til fetch it you.

I am glad he went net in hinifelf ; if he had found the

JMan, he would have been horn-mad. [JJide.

Caius. Fe, fe^ fe, fe^ ma foi, IIfait for chaud^ je m en

n:aie a la Cour la grande Affaire,

^ic. Is it this. Sir ?

Caius, Ouj, metfe le au T/!o;i Tochet^ Depech Quickly:
Ver is dat Knave Rugby ?

^ac. What, JchTi Rtigby ! John !

Rug. Here, Sir.

Caius, You are yoht Rugly, and you are Jaci Ruply

;

rome, take a your Rapier, and come after my Heel to

the Court.

Rug. 'Tis ready, Sir, here in the Porch.

Caius By my Trot I tarry too long Od's me ^h/e ay

je oublie: Dcre is fome Simples in my Clofet, dat 1 will

not for the Varld I ihall leave behind.

^/V. Ay me, he'll find the yourgMan there, and be mad,

Caius, O Diable, Diable ; vat is in my Clofet ?

Villaine, Larron, Rugby, my Rapier.

[^Pulls Simple out of the Clofet.

^luic. Good Mafter, be content.

Caius. Wherefore should I be content-a ?

^ic.
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^(ic. The young Man is an honefl Man.
Caius. What lhali the honeH: Man do in my Clofet ? dere

is no honeft Man dat fhall come in my Clofet.

I befeech you be not fo flegmatick ; hear the

truth of it. He came of an Errand to me from Parfon

Cahis. Veil.

Simp, Ay Forfooth, to defire her to

J^/V. Peace, I pray you.

Caius, Peace a your Tongue, fpeak a your Tale.

Simp, To defire this honell Gentlewoman, your Maid
to fpeak a good Word to Miftrefs Jnne Page for my Ma-
iler in the way of Marriage.

^ic. This is all indeed la 5 but TJI ne'er put my Fin-

ger in the P'ire, and ne^d not.

Catus. Sir Hugh fend-a-you ? Rughy^ baillez me fome
Paper ; tarry you a little a-whilc.

^ic. I am glad he is fo quiet ; if he had been through-

ly moved, you fhould have heard him fo loud^ and fo

melancholy : But notwithfianding, Man, Tii do for your
Mafler u hat good I can ; and the very } ea, and the no i -,

the French, DcK^or my Malier, I may call him my Mailer,

look you, for I keep his Houfc, and I walh, wring, brew,

bake, fcour, drefs Meat and Drink, make the Eeds, and
do all my felf.

Si?np. 'Tis a great Charge to come under one body'^s

Hand.
^//r. Are you a-vis'd o'that ? you lhall find it a great

Charge ; and to be up early, and down late. But notwith-

fianding, to tell you in your .Ear, I v/ouId have no words

of it, my Mailer himftlf is in Love with Millrefs Jjine

Page ; but notwithfianding that, I know Annc% Mind,
tliat's neither here nor there.

Caius, You, Jack*Nape ; give a this Letter to Sir Hu^h^

by gar it is a Shallenge : I will cut his Troat in do Parke,

and I will teach a fcurvy Jack-a nape Priefl to meddle or

make — You may be gone, it is not good you tarry here ;

by gar I will cut him ail his twoStones, by gar, h-.^ lhall not

have a Stone to trow at his Dog. [£.v// Simp.

^ic. Alas, he fpeaks but for his Friend.

Cp.rts. It is no matter a ver dat : Do you not tcll-a me
dat, 1 lhall have June Pa^ for my felf I by gar, I will kill

4iC
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de Jack Preeft ; and I have appointed mine Hoft of de

Jarteer to meafure our Weapon ; By gar, I will my feJf

have A7ine Page.

^ic. Sir, the Maid loves you, and all fliall be well : We
muft give Folks leave to prate ; what the good-jer.

Caius. Rugby, come to the Court with me ; by gar, if

I have not A7me Page, I lhall turn your Head out of my
Door ; follow my Heels,. R^^gh- [^•^* Caius aiid Rugby.

^ic. You fhall have Jn Fools-head of your own. No,
I know Annis Mind for that ; never a Woman in Wind-

for knows more of Anne's Mind than I do, nor can do more
than I do with her, I thank Heav'n.

Pent, \fujitbin.'\ Who's within there, hca I

^ic. Who's there, I trow ? Come near the Hoisfe, I

pray you.

Enter Mr. Fenton.

Pent. How now, good Woman, how doft thou ?

Q^^V. The better that it pleafes your good Worfhip to

ask.

Pent, What News ? How does pretty Aliftrefs Anne ?

Qidc, In truth, Sir, and (he is pretty, and honeft, and.

gentle, and one that is your Friend, I can tell you that by
the way, I praife Heav'n for it.

Pent, Shall I do any good think'ft thou ? Shall I not

lofe my Suit ?

Quic, Troth, Sir, all is in his Hands above ; bat not-

withltanding, Mafler Penton, I'll be fworn on a Bookihe
loves you : Have not your Worlhip a Wart above your
Eye >

Pent, Yes, marry have I ; and what of that ?

^k. Well, thereby hangs a Tale ; good Faith, it is

fuch another "Nan ; but, I deteft, an honelt Maid as ever

broke Bread ; we had an Hour's talk of that Wart : I fhall

never laugh but in that Maid's Company ! but, indeed, fhe

is given too much to Allicholly and Mufing ; but for-

you Well go to

Pent. Well, I fhall fee her to day ; hold,, there's Money
for thee : Let me have thy Voice in my behalf ; if thou,

feeft her before me, commend me.
Quic. Will I ? Ay, faith, that we will : And I will tell

your Worfiiip more of the Wart, the next time we have
c£>nfcdence, and of other Woers.

' ' pent.
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Tent, Well, farewel, I am in great haftenow \Exit.

^{c. Farcwel to your Worfhip. Truly an honeft Gen-

,

tleman, but Anne loves him not ; I know Anne^s Mind as'

well as another does. Out upon't, what have I for-

got ? [^Exit.

ACT II. SCENE I

Enter Mrs. Page ^ith a Letter.

Mrs. P^o^^."^T f H AT, havelTcap'd Love-Letters in

\ y the Holy-day time of my Beauty, and

am I now a Subjed for them ? let me fee :

Ask me no 'Keafons nj:hy I Icyve ym for tho L(yve itfe Rf^-

fon for his Precijion, he admits hifn not for his Counfellor :

Ton are not youngs no more am I go to then, there^s Sym-

pathy : Tou are merry, fo am /; ha! ha! then there^s more

Sympathy : You l(rje Sack, andfo do I ^uoouldyou defre let-

ter Sympathy F Let it fiiffice thee, Miftrefs Page, at the

leaf if the Love cf a Soldier can fufice, that 1 love thee. I
nvill not fayf Pity mSy ''tis not a Soldier-like Phrafe ; but 1

fay, Loueme.

By me, thine onvn true Knight, ly Day or Nighty

Or any kind of Eighty vcith all his Might,

For thee to fight. John FalftafF.

What a Herod0^Jevery is this ? O wicked, wicked World
One that is well nigh worn to pieces with Age,
To Ihow hinifelf a young Gallant ? Wiiat unwayed
Behaviour hath this Tle?nifj Drunkard pickt,

Tth' Devil's Name, out of my Converfation, that he dares

in this manner aff^iy me ? Why he hath not been thrice in

my Comp.iny : What fhould I fay to him ? I was then fru-

gal of my Mirth, Heaven forgive me : Why, Til exhi-

bit a Bill in the Parliament for the putting down of fat

Men; how fhall I be revenged on him ? for revenged I will

be, as fure as his Guts are made of Puddings.

Enter Mrs. Ford.

Mrs. Tord. Mrs. Page, trull me, I was goirg to

your Houfe,

Mrs.
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Mrs. Page, And truft me, I was coming to you ? you

look very ill.

Mrs. For^. Nay, Til ne'er believe that : I liave to Ihew
t® the contrary.

Mrs. P^ge. Faith, but you dcj in my mind.
'Mrs. Ford. Well, I do then; yet I fay, a cculd fhev/

\ ou to the contrary ; O Miitrels Pr.g^, give me fome
counfel.

jMrs. Page, What's the matter, Woman ?

Mrs. Fori{. O Woman ! if it were not for one trifling

Refpedl. I could come to fuch honour.
Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, Woman, take the Ho-

nour ; What is it } difpenfe with Trifles ; what is it r

Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to Hell for an eternal

Moment, or fo, I could be knighted.

Mrs. Pag^. What, thou licft ! Sir jUce Ford! thefe

Knights will hack, and fo thou fliouldil not alter the

Article of thy Gentry.

Mrs. Ford. We burn Day-light, here j read, read, per-
ceive how I might be knighted : I fhall think the worfe
of f:tMen as long as I have an Eye to make diflerence

of iMen's liking ; and yet he would not fwear, praife Wo-
Tren's Modefly, and g-^.ve fuch orc^erly and well behaved
Reproof to all Uncomlinef?, th?.tl v/ould have Iworn hh
Difpofition v/ould have gone to the Truth of his Words;
but they do no more adhere, and keep place together,

tiian the hundredth Pfnlm to the Tunc of Green S/ee^'es,

What Tempefl:, I trow, thr nv this Wliale, with fo many
Tun of Oil in his Belly, afhore at Wind/or? How fnall I

be revengM on him ? 1 think the b :ft way were to enter-

t.iin him with Hope, till the v/icked Fire of Lull have

mt-lted him in his own Greafe. Did you ever hear the

like .>

Mrs. Pncs. Letter for Letter, bat that the Name ofPn^e

and F^;v/djfters. To thy great Comfort in this myftery of

i'i Opinions, here's the Twin-brother of thy Letter ; but

let thine inherit firll, for I proteft mine never (hall. I

warrant he hath a thoufand of thefe Letters, writ with

blank fpace for different Names, nay more; and thefe are

of the fecond Edition : He will print them out of doubt,

for he cares not what he puts into the Prels, when he

would put us two. I had rather be a Giantefs, and lie

under
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under MourJ Telion, Well, I will find you tv^^enty lafci-

vibus Turtles, ere one chafte Man.
\1ts. ForJ. Why, this is the very fame, the ver^' Hand,

the very Words ; Vv*hat coth he think of us ?

?vlrs. P^ge. Nay, 1 know not ; it makes me almoft rea-

dy to v/rangle with mine own Konelly, Til entertain my
felf like one that i am not acquainted withsl j for lure

unlefs he knev/ feme Strain in me, that I know not my
felf, he would never have boarded me in this Fury.

, Mrs. Fcr^/, Boarding, call it you : Tii be fure to keep
him, above Deck.

Mrs.Pij^e, So will I: if he come cnder myHatche?,
Til never to Sea again. Let's be revejig'd on him, let's

appoint him a Meeting, give him a fhow of Comfort in

his Suit, and lead him on with a iine baited delay, till he

hath pawn'd his Horfes to mine Hofl of the Gar:er.

Mrs. For^i, Nay, I will confent to adt any V'illany a-

gainil him that may not fully the Charinefs of our Ho-
nelly : O that my Husband faw this Letter, it would give

eternal Food to his Jealoufy.

Mrs. P^ge. Why, look where he comes, and my good

Man too ? he's as far from Jeaiouiy as I am from giving

him Caufe, and that, 1 hope,- is an unmeafurable diitance.

Mrs. ForJ. You are the happier Woman.
Mrs. Pi^g^. LtCs conluk together againil: this gre.ify

Knight, Come hither [T/^cy retv c.

Enter Ford PiiloT, Page av/Av Nym.
Ford. Wei), I hope it be not fo.

P 'lji. Hope is a Curtal Dog in fome Affiirs.

Sir Johp. affvfds thy Wife.

Ford, Vv'hy, Sir, my Wife is not yourg.

Pift, He woos both high and low, both rich and poor,

both yo-jng and old, one with another ; Frrdy he lovei

thy Gaily maufry, Fryrd, perpend.

Ford, 1.0ve my Wi-e ?

Pij}, With Liver burning hot: Prevent

Or go thou, like Sir Adeony he, Vv ith

Ring-wood at thy Heels : O, odious is thy Name.
F-ird. What In ame. Sir ?

Pij}, The Horn, I fay : Farewell.

Take heed, have open Eye ; for Thieves do foot by night.

Take heed ere Summer comes, or Cuckoo Birds affright.

Away
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Away, Sir Corporal Nym,
Believe it, Page, he {peaks Senfe. \^Exit Pinol.

Foi-d. 1 will be patient ; I will find out this.

Nym, And this is true : I like not the Humour of jyirg,

he hath wrong'd me in fome Humours : I fhould have

born the humour'd Letter to her ; but I have a Sword, and

it fhall bite upon my Neceffity. He loves your Wife :

there's thefhort and the long. Aly Name is Corporal Nym ;

I fpeak, and I avouch ; 'tis true : my Name is Nym, and-

Falj}aff\ovts your Wife, Adieu ; I love not the Humour
of Bread and Cheefe : Adieu. {Exit Nym, ^

Page. The Humour of it, quoth a r here's a Fellow

frights Humour out of his Wits.

Ford. I will feek out Falftaff.

Page I never heard fuch a drawling, afttdling Rogue.
Ford. If I do find it: Well.

P^-gi' I will not believe fuch a Cataian, tho' the Prieil

o' th* Town commended him for a true Man.
Ford. *Twas a good fenflble Fellow : Well.

Mrs. Paoe. and Mrs. Fordcom^ forwardso
Page. Mow now, . Meg.

Mrs. Page, Whither go you, George ! hark you.

Mrs. Ford. How now, fweet Franks what art thou me-
lancholy ?

Ford, I melancholy ! I am not melancholy.

Get you home, go.

Mrs. Food, Faith, thou haft fome Crotchets in thy Head.
Now will you go, Miftrefs P^^^

Mrs. Page. Have with you. YouTi come to Dinner,

Georg^P Look who comes yonder i fhe lhall be our Mef-
fenger to this paltry Knight.

Enter Mifirefs Quickly.

Mrs. Ford. Truft me, I thought on her, fhe'll fit it.

Mrs. Page. You are come to lee my Daughter Anne P

^iic. .Ay, forfooth ; and I pray how does good Mif-

trefs Anne P

Mrs. Page. Go in with us and fee ; we have an Hour's

Talk with you. \^Ex. A/r/.Page, Mrs. Ford, andMrs.Qmc.
Page. How now, Mafter Ferd

P

Ford. You heard what this Knave told me, did you not ?

Page. Yes ; and you heard what the other told me r

Ford, Do you think there is truth in them :

Pagi.
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Page, Hang 'em Slaves, I do not think the Knight

would cH^^r it ; but thefe that accufe him in this Intent

towards our Wive?, are a Yoke of his difcarded Men, ve-

ry Rogues now they be out of Service.

Ford. Were they his Men ?

P^-ge. i^. larry were they.

Fovci. I like it never the better for that.

Does he lie at the Garter P

Page. Ay, marry does he. If he would intend his

Voyage towards my Wife, I would turn her loofe to him j

and what he gets more of her than (harp Words, let it

lie on my Head.

Ford. I do not mifdoubt my Wife, but I would be loth

to turn them together ; a Man may be too confident : I

would have nothing lie on my Head ; I cannot be thus

{atisfy'd.

Page. Look where my ranting Hoft of the Garter

comes ; there is either Liquor in his Pate, or Money in

his purfe, when he looks fo merrily. How now, mine
Hoil ?

Enter Hoft and Shallow.

Hoji. How now. Bully Rock ? Thou'rt a Gentleman,
Cavaliero-Juftice, I fay.

^hal. I follow, mine Hoft, I follow Good Even, and

twenty, good Mafter Page, Mafter Page^ will you go
with us ? we have Sport in hand.

Hofi, Tell him, Cavaliero-Juftice ; tell him. Bully

Pock ?

3ha. Sir, there is a Fray to be fought between Sir

Hugh, the Weljh Prieft, and Caius, the French Dodor.
Ford. Good mine Hoft o'th Garter, a Word with you.

Hofi, What fay'ft thou, ^wWy Rock?

Shal, Will you go with us to behold it } My merry
Hoft hath had the meafuring of their Weapons, and, I

think, hath appointed them contrary Places j for, believe

me, I hear the Parfon is no Jefter. Hark, I will tell you
wiiat our Sport ftiall be,

Hofi. Haft thou no Suit againft my Knight, my
Gueft Cavelier

!

Ford. None, I proteft ; but Til give you a Pottle of

burnt Sack to give me Recourfe to him, and tell him my
Name is Brook j only for a Jeft.

Hofi,



2 2 The Merry Wives
Hojly My Hand, Bully ; thou lhalt have Egrefs and

Regrefs ; faid I well ? and thy Name fliall be Brock, It

is a merry Knight. Will you go an heirs ?

Shal, Have with you, mine Hoft.

Pc^ge. I have heard the Frenchman had good Skill in
his Rapier.

Shai. Tut, Sir, I could have told you more ; in thefe

times you ftand on Diftance, your Paffes, Stoccado's, and
I know not what ?

' Vis the Heart, Mafter Page; 'tis here,

'tis here. I have feen the time, with my long Sword, I

would have made you four talJ Fellows skip like Rats.

HoJ}, Here, Boys, here, here ; Shall we wag ?

Page, Have with you ; I had rather hear them fcold

than fight. [Exeunt Hoft, Shallov/ ^;^^Page.

Fo7-^. Tho' Page be a fecure Fool, and ftand fo firmly

on his Wife's Frailty, yet I cannot put offmy Opinion io

^afily. She w^as in his Company at Page's Houfe, and

what they made there I know not. Well, I will look

further into*t ; and I have a Difguifc to found Yalfiaffi

If I find her honeft, I lofe not my Labour ; if llie be

otherwife, 'tis Labour well bellowed. {Exit.

S C E N E II.

Enter FalftafF and Piftol.

VaL I will not lend thee a Penny.

Piftl Why then the World's mine Oyfter, which I

with Sword will open.—I will retort the Sum in Equipnge.

Yal. Not a Penny. I have been content, Sir, you fhould

lay my Countenance to pawn ; I have grated upon my
good Friends for three Reprieves for you, and your Coach-

fellow, "Nym ; or elfe you had look'd through the Grate ;

like a Geminy of Baboons. I am damn'd in Hell for

fwearing to Gentlem.en, my Friends, you were good

Soldiers, and tall Fellows. And when Miflrefs Bridget

loft the Handle of her Fan, I took't upon mine Honour
thou hadft it not.

Pifl, Didft thou not (hare ? Hadft thou net fifteen

Pence ?

Yal. Reafon, you Rogue, Reafon : Think'ft thou I'll

endanger my Soul gratis ? At a Word ; hang no more a-

bout me, I am no Gibbet for you : Go, a fnort Knife,

and a Throng, to your Manner of Pickt-hatcht; go, you'll

% not
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not bear a Letter for me, you Rogue ; you ftand upon

your Honour? Why, thou unconfinable Bafenefs, it is as

much as I can do to keep the Term of my Honour pre-

cife. I, I, I my felf fometimes, leaving the Fear ofHea-

ven on the left Hand, and hiding mine Honour in my
NecefTity, am fain to fhufHe, to hedge, and to lurch,

an yet 'jou Rogue will enlconfe your Rags, your Cat-

a-mo'jntain Looks, your red Lettice Phrafes, and your

bold-beating Oaths, 'under the Shelter of your Honour !

You will not do it, you !

Fiji. I do relent; what wouldft thou more of Man?
Enter Robin.

?^oh. Sir, here's a Woman would fpeak with you.

Fal. Let her approach.

Enter Mifirefs Quickly.

^ic. Give your Worlhip Good-morrow^
FaL Good morrow, good Wife.

^tck Not fo, and*: pleafe your Worlhip.

Fal. Good Maid then.

%;Vi. ril be fworn,

As my Mother was the firft Hour I w^as born.

Fal. I do believe the Swearer : What with me ?

Sluic. Shall I vouchfafe your Worftiip a Word or two ?

FaL Two thoufand, fair Woman, and Til vouchfafe

rhee the hearing.

^Ic. There is one Miftrefs Fordy Sir: I pray come a

little nearer this ways : I my felf, dwell with Mr. Do(5tor

C.a'iis.

Fal Well on,' Mr?. Fcrdy you fay.

Slulc. Your Worfhipfays very true: I pray your Wor-
fn ip come a little nearer this ways.

Fal. I \\ arrant thee no body hears : Mine own People,

mine own People.

Sluic. Are they fo ? Heav*n blefs them, and make
them his Servants.

Fal, Well: Mrs pTid, what of her?

^ic. Why, Sir, -(he's a good Creature. Lord, Lord,
your Worfhip's a v,^anton ; well, Heav*n forgive you,
and all of us, I pray ^

Fal. Miilrefs i^?;^/, come, Millrcfs

^/;V. Marry this is the Ihort and the long of it; you
have brought her into fuch a Canaries, as 'tis wonderful :

The
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The bcfl: Courtier ofthem all, when the Court lay 2itWind'

for could never have brought her to fuch a Canary. Yet
there has been Knights and Lords, and Gentlemen, with
their Coaches ; I warrant you. Coach after Coach, Let-

ter after Letter, Gift after Gift, fmelling fo fweetly ; all

Alusk ? and fo rufling, I warrant you, in Silk and Gold ;

and in fuch alligant Terms, and in fuch Wine and Sugar
of the beft, and the faireft, that would have won any Wo-
man's Heart ; and, I warrant you, they could never get an
Eyewink of her, 1 had my felftwenty Angck given me this

Alorning; but I defy all Angels, in any lUch fort as

they fay, but in the way of Honelly ; and, I warrant

you, they could never get her fo much as fip in a Cup
with the proudeft of them all ; and yet there has been

Earls, nay, which is more, Penfioners, but, I warrant

you, all is one with her.

Fal. But what fays fhe to me ? be brief, my good Ihe-

Mercury ?

S^ic. Marry, fhe hath received your Letter, for the

which fhe thanks you a thoufand times ; and fhe gives

you to notify, that her Husband will be abfence from his

Koufe between ten and eleven.

FaL Ten and eleven.

Ay, forfooth ; and then you may come and fbe

the Pidure, fhe fays, that you wot of: Alafter lord^ her

Hubband, will be from home. Alas ! the fweet Woman
leads an ill Life with him, he's a very jealoufieMan ; fhe

leads a very frampold Life with him, good Heart.

FaL Ten and eleven; Woman, commend metoh«r;

I will not fail her.

i^/V. Why, you fay well : But I have another MefTen-

ger to your Worfhip ; Miflrefs Page has her hearty Com-
mendations to you too ; and let me tell you in your Ear,

Ihe's as fartuous acivilmodefl Wife, and one (I tell you)

that will not mifs your Morning and Evening Prayer, as

any is in Windfor^ whoeV be the other ; and fhe bad me
tell your Worfhip that her Husband is feldom from hom«,

but fhe hopes there will come a time. J never knew a

W'oman fo doat upon a Man ; furely, I think, you have.

Charms, la ; yes, in Truth.

TaL Not I, I afTure thee ; fetting the Attraftion of my
good Parts afide, I have no other Charms.
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Qi£ic. Blefling on your Heart for't.

Fn/. But, I pray thee, tell me this ; has F^^r^s Wife and
T/Tges Wife acquainted each other how they love me ?

Quick. That were a Jell, indeed ; they have not fo little

Grace, I hope ; that were a Trick indeed ! But Millrefs

Fage would defire you to fend her your little Page, of
all Loves : Ker Hufband has a marvellous Infection to the

little Page ; and truly Mailer V^ge is a very honeft Man.
Never a Wife in irhi^/or leads a better Life than fhe does

;

do what fhe will, fay whatflie will, take all, pay all, go
to Bed when flie lift, rife when ihe lill, all is as Hie will ;

and truly (he delerves it, for if there be a kind Woman
in lVift({Jbry truly fhe is one. You mull fend her your
Page ; no Remedv.
FaL\Vhy, I will.

Quick. Nay,but do fo then ; and, look you,he may come
and go between you both ; and in any cafe, have a Nay-
v/ord, that you may know one anothers Mind, and the Boy
never need to underltand any thing ; lor 'tis not c;ood that

Children Ihould know any Wickednefs : Old Folks, you
know, have Difcretion, as they fay, and know the \^"orId,

Fal. Fare thee well ; commend me to them both : There's
my Purfe, 1 am thy Debtor. Boy, go along with this

Woman. This News diilradls me. [£.v. Quick. Robin.
P//?. This Punk is one of Cupid's Carriers

:

Clap on more Sails, purfue ; up with your Fights ;

Give Fire, fhe is my Prize, or Ocean whelm them all.

[Exit PiUoI.

Fal. Say'ft thou fo, old Jack? go thy ways ; Pli make
more of thy old Body than I have done; will they yet

look after thee ? Wilt thou, after the Expence of fo much
Money, be now a Gainer ? Good body, I thank thee ; let

them fay, 'tis grofiy done, fo it be fairly done, no matter.

Enter Bardolph.

Bard. Sir John^ there's one Mailer Brook below would
fain fpeak with you, and be acquainted with you and
hath fentyour Worfhip a iMorning's Draught of Sack.

Fal. Bfook is his Name ?

Bard. Ay, Sir.

Fal. Call him in ; fuch Brooks are welcome to me, thnt

o'erfiov/ with fuch Liquor. Ah ! ah! Miltrefs Fo/v/, and
Miitrcfs Vage^ have I encompafs'J )'ou ? Go to, ^ ia.

B Enter
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Enter Ford difguii\i.

Ford, Blefs you, Sir.

Fcil. And you. Sir ; would you fpeak with me ?

Ford. I make bold to prefs with fo little Preparation

upon you. [Exit Bardolph.

FaL YouVe welcome ; what's your Will ? Give us

leave, Drawer.

Vord. Sir, I am a Gentleman that have fpent much

;

my name is Brook,

F^?/. Good Brook, I defire more Acquaintance of

\cu.

Yard. Good Sir John, I fue for yours ; not to charge

you ; for I muft let you undcrfland, 1 think my felf in

better Plight for a Lender than you are, the which hath

Something em.bolden'd me to this unfeafon'd Intrufion

;

for they lay, if Money go before, all Ways do lie open.

I'aL Money is a good Soldier, Sir, and will on.

Ford. 1 roth, and I have a Bag of Money here troubles

me ; if you v/ill help me to bear it. Sir Johny take all, or

half, lor eaf ng me of the Carriage.

¥al. Sir, I know not how I may deferve to be your

Porter.

fcrd. I will tell you. Sir, if you will give me the hearing.

'F^l. Speak, good Mr. Brooky 1 ihall be glad to be

your Servant.

I'ord Sir, I hear you are a Schola.r, I will be briefwith

you, and you have been a Man long known to me, tho*

I had never fo good means as defire to make my felf

acquainted with you : I Ihall difcover a thing to you,

ijfherein I muil very much lay open mine own Imperfec-

vioKS ; but, good Sir Job?:, as you have one Eye upon my
Foriies, as you hear them unfolded, turn another into

the Regiller of your own, that I may pafs with a Reproof

th« eafier, fith you your felf know how eafy it is to be

iach an Offender.

Fal. Very well: Sir, proceed.

FW. Tiiere is a Gentlewoman in this Town, her Huf
band'^s Name is Vord,

Yai Well, Sir.

Yord. I have long lov'd her, and, I proteft to you, be-

flowed much on her, fbliow'd her with a doting Obfer-

vance, ingrolVd Opportunities to meet her, fee'd every

flight
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flight Occafion that could but niggardly give me fight of

her; not only bought many Prefents to give her, but have

given largely to many,to knov/ v>'hat fhe would have given:

Briefly, I have purfu'd her, as Love hath purfu'd me,

whicli hath been on the Wing of all Occafions. But what-

foever I have merited, either in my mind, or in my
means, meed I am fure I have received none, unlefs Ex-

perience be a Jewel, that 1 have purchased at an infinite

rate, and that hath taught me to fay this

;

^
Lcrje like a Shado-iv files ^ 'vchen Siibj}a??ce Loue purfues ;

¥urfiling that that files y andfiylng ^':hat pirfues,

YaL Have you receiv'd no Promife of Satisfaction at

her hands ?

Vord. Never.

Val. Have you importun'd her to fuch a Purpofe ?

Vord, Never.

F^/. Of what Quality was your Love then ?

Yord. Like a fair Houfe built on another Man's Ground,
fo that 1 have loll my Edifice, by miilaking the Place

where I ereded it.

Val. To what purpofe have you unfolded this to me ?

Yard. When I have told that, I have told you all :

Some fay, that tho' ihe appear hcneil to me, yet in other

Places ftie enlargeth her Mirth fo far, that there is Ihrewd

Conftru6lion made of her. Now, Sir John^ here is the

Heart of my Purpofe : You are a Gentleman of excellent

Breeding, admirable Difcourfe, of great Admittance, au-

thentick in your Place and Perfon, generally allowed for

your many War-like, Court-like, and learned Preparations.

YaL O Sir

!

Yord. Believe it, for you know it ; there is Money,fpend
it, fpend it ; fpend more, fpend all I have, only give me
fo much of your Time in exchange of it, as to lay an
amiable Siege to the Honefty of this Yord'i Wife ; ufe

your Art of Wooing, win her to confent to you ; if any
Man may, you may, as foon as any.

Yal. Would it apply well to the Veliemence of your
Affection, that I (hould win v/hat you woald enjoy ? Me-
thinks you prefcribe to your felf very prepoileroully.

Vord. O, unJerlland my drift ; llie d .veils fo fecurely on
the Excellency of her Honour, that the Folly of my Soul

B z daivS
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dares net prefent it felf; fhe is too bright to be look'd

againft. Now could I come to her with any Deteclion

in my Hand, my Defires had Inftance and Argument to

commend themfelves ; I could drive her then from the

\7ardof her Purity,h€rReputation, her Marriage-Vow,and
a thoiifand other her Defences, which now are too llrongly

embattaird againft me. What fey you to't. Sir John.
YaL Mailer Brook^ I will firft make bold with your

Money ; next give me your Hand ; and laft, as I am a

Gentleman, you Ihall, if you will, enjoy YorcTs Wife.

Yoi'd. O good Sir !

¥aL I fay you fhall.

Vord. Want no Money, Sir John, yoH fliall want none.

Yal. Want no Miftrefs Yord, Mafter Brook^ you fhall

want none ; I jliall be with her, I may tell you, by her own
Appointment. Even as you came in to m€, Ker AfTiilant,

or Go-between parted from me ; I fay, I fhall be with

her between ten and eleven ; for at that time the jealous

rafcally Knave, her Hufband, will be forth ; come you

to me at Night, you flull know how I fpeed.

Vord. I am bleft in your Acquaintance : Do you know
Vord^ Sir ?

YaL Hang him, poor cuckoldly Knave, I know him
rot : Yet I wrong him to call him poor ; they fay the

itrilous vvittoiiy Knave hath mafTes of Adoney,for the which
hiS Wife feems to m.e well favoured. I will ufe her as

the Key ofthe Cuckoldly K(>gue's ColFer, and there's my
Harveil home.

Ford. I would you knew Vord, Sir, that you might
avoid him if you faw him.

Vord, Hang him, mechanical falt-butter Rogue ; I will

fere him out of his wits ; I will awe him with my Cud-
^rei ; it fliall hang like a Meteor o'er the Cuckold's Plorn's:

Mailer Brook, thou fhalt know I will predominate over

tile Feafant, and thou fnalt lie with his VVife : Come to me
foon at Night ; Ford's a Knave, and Til aggravate his

Stile : Thou, Mailer Bj'ook, fnalt know him for a Knave
and Cuckold : come to me foon at Night. [Exit,

Ford. What a dimn'd Epicurean Rafcal is this! My
Heart is ready to crack with impatience. Who fays this

is improvident Jealoufy ? My Wife hath fent to him, the

Hour is fixt, the Match is made } Vv^ould any Man have

thought
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thought this ? See the Hell ofhaving a falfe Woman ? my
Bed lhall be abus'd, my Coffers ranfacked, my Reputation

gnawn at, and I fhall not only receive this villanous

Wrong, but Hand under the adoption ofabominable Terms,
and by him that does me the wrong. Terms, Names ;

Amaimon founds well, Lucifer well, Barhafon well, yet

they are Devil's additions, the Names of Fiends ; but

Cuckold, Wittol, Cuckold! the Devil himfelf hath not

fuch a Name. Page is an Afs^ a fecure afs, he will trull his

Wife ; he will not be jealous ; I will rather trufia Ylernhrg

with my Butter; Parfon Hitgh^ the IVeJjhman, with my
Cheefe ; an Irij7?man with my J^un^zita Bottle ; or a

Thief to walk my ambling Gelding; than my Wife with

her felf: Then fhe plots, then fhe ruminates, then llie

devifes ; and what they think in their Hearts they may
efFed, they will break their Hearts but they will cfk<^t.

JFIeav*n be prais*d for my Jealoufy. Eleven o'clock the

Hour ; I v/ill prevent this, detedl my Wife, be revenged

on Fa//aJ', and laugh at P^.ge : I will about it ; better

three Hours too foon, than a Minute too late. Fy, fy,

fy; Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold. [Exit,

Enter Caius and Rugby.

Cctius, Jack Rugby,

Rug, Sir,

Cains. Vat is de Clock, Jad.
Rug. 'Tis pail the Hour, Sir, that Sir Hugh promi^'d to

meet.

Cuius. By gar, he has fave his Soul, dat he is no come ;

he has pray his Pible well, dat he is no come y
By gar,

Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if he be come.

P.ug. He is wife, Sir; he knew your Worfliip would

kill him if he came.

Cuius. By gar, de Herring is not fo dead as me vill mnkc

him : take your Rapier, Jack, I vill tell you how 1 vill

kill him.

Rug. Alas, Sir, I cannot fence.

Cuius. Villany ; take your Rapier.

Rug. Forbear ; here's Company.
Enter Hoil, Shallov/, Slender and Page.

HqJI. 'Blefs thee, BuUy-Doaor.
^ B 3 Shal.
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Shal. 'Save you. Air. Dcdor Caius.

V^.ge. Now, good ?vlr. Dodor.
Slen. Give you Good-niorrow, Sir.

Caius. VatbeallyoUj one, two, tree, four, come for ?

Hoji. To fee thee fight, to fee thee foigne, to fee thee

traverfe, to fee thee here, to fee thee there, to fee thee

pafs thy Pundlo, thy Stock, thy Reverfe, thy Diftance,

thy Montant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian P Is he dead,

my ¥rancifco? Ha, EuIIy ! What fays my jE/culapius F

My G/2lcn F My Heart of Elder Ha ? is he dead, BuIIy-

ftale ? is he dead ?

Caius. By gar, he is de Coward y^-^ck Priefl: of de
Vorld ; he is not iliow his Face.

Thou art a Ctyiulion Ki?ig Urinal : He^or of
Greccj my Boy.

Cains. I pray you bear Witiiefs, that me have (lay fix

or feven, two, tree Hours for him, and he is no come.
Shal. He is the wifer Man, Mr. Debtor ; he is a Curer

of Souls, and you are a Curcr of Bodies : If you fiiould

f ght, you go agaiuit the Hair of your Profeffions : Is it

not true, Mafler Page P

Pczge. Mafter ShaZ/j-ic, you have your felf been a great

^l ighter, tho' r.ow a Man of Peace.

Shal. Body-kin!^, Mr. Vagc, tho' I now be old, and of

Perce, if I fee a Sword out, my Finger itches to make
one ; tho' v/e are Jaftices and Dodtors, and Church-m*en,

Mr. i^age, we have feme Suit of our Youth in us ; we are

the Sons of Women, Air. V^^ge.

Page. 'Tis true, Mr. Sha/Jc^.c.

Shal It will be found fo, Mr. ?age, Mr. Dr. C^ius,

I am come to fetch ycu home ; I am fworn of the Peace ;

you have fhew'd yojr felf a wife Phyfician, and Sir Hugh
hath fhewn him felf a wife and patient C hurch-man : You
'rnuit go with me, Mr. Do(ftor.

Iloji. Pardon, Guell-Juftice ; 2l word, Monfieur. Mcck-
water.

Caius. Mock-vater ? Vat is dat ?

Ho/i. Mock-water, in cur Englijh Tongue, is A^alour,

Bally.

Caius. By gar, then I have as much Mock-vater as de

Englifiman, Scurvy Jack-dog-Priefl ; by gar me will cut

his Ears.

Hnji. He wiJJ c'apper-claw thee rightly, BulJy. Caius.
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Crjiifs. Ciapper-de-claw ? Vat is dat ?

' H?^/?, That is, he will make thee ameiivl?.

Caras. By gar, me do look he (liali clapper-de*clavv

Hie ; for ,by g^^r, me vill have it.

Ho/L And I will provoke him to't, or let him ^vag.

Ca/us. Me tank you for dat.

Hofi, And moreover, Bully ; but finl, ?\Ir. Gurj^, and
Mr. Fage, and eke Cavalerio Slender ^ go you through-

the Town to Yrogmore.

P^7^^.-3ir Hugh is there, is he ?

Hojf, He is there ; fee what Humour he is in ; and I

will bring the Do(J:"tor about the Fields : Will it do dwel!

ShnL V/e will do it.

JIl Adieu, good Mr. Dcdor. [Ex. Page. ShaLrt-WSIen.

Cains, By gar, me vill kill de Prieic ; for he fpeak for

a Jack-an Ape to Arme Vnge.

Hyl Let iiim die ; but firii fheath thy Impatience ; throw
ccld Water on thy Choler ; go about the Fields with

me through Trogrnore ; I will bring tlicc where Miilrefs

Jn>ic l^i^fge is, at a Farm-houfe a feafting, and thou ihalt

woo her; Try'd-gime, fa id I well .?

Cm'us. By gar, me tank you vor dat ! By gar, I love

you ; and 1 will procure 'a you de good Gueil; de Earl,

de K nighty de Lords, de Gentlemen, my Patients.

Ha/?. Fof the which I will be thy Adverfary toward
^t2n/f ?age: Said I vvell ?

Caius. By gar, *tis good ; veil faid.

HpJ}. Ltt us wag then.

Come at my Heels, Jack Raghy, lExeunl,

ACT III. SCENE I.

Eyiter Evans atid Simple.

E<va. T Pray you now, good Mafter S/epiders Serv'rj.

I man, and* Friend 67//:/»/? by your Name, wiiich

way have you look'd for Mailer Caiuf, that calls him-

felf DoSIo?' of Pbyfick P

Sim. iMarry Sir, Vttty-^jjary, the P^rA-iLwv/, eve-
'

ry way, .old Hundjh' way, and every way but the Town
way.

' B 4 i:^'^.
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Enja. I moft fehemently defireyou, you will alfo look

that way.
^ Sim, I will. Sir.

E^a. Tlefs my Soul, how full of Chollars I am, and
trempling of Mind \ I lhall be glad if he have deceiv'd

me ; how melanchollies I am ! I will knog his Urinals

about his Knave's Coftard,when I have good Opportunities

for the Orke ; Tlefs my Soul : By Jhallcnv Risers, to

nvhofe falls 77ielodious Birds fing Madrigals ; Tl?ere ivil/

nve make our Beds ^vjith RofeSy and a thoiifand fragrant

Vofes By Jhallonr—'Mercy on me, I have a great Difpo-

fit ion to cry, Melodins Birdsfng Madrigals— When as Ifat
inpabilon ; 'and a thoufand njagrant pofes. By Jhallcnv^ Szc.

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way. Sir Hugh^

E'oa. He's welcome. Byfi>alloi.v Ri^uers^ to ^vboje Falls--

Heaven profper the Right : V/hat Weapons is he r

5//;/. No weapons. Sir; there comes my Mafter, Mr.
Shallo^v, and another Gentleman from Yrog7nore^ over

the Stile, this way.

£-x'^. Pray you, give me my Gown, or elfe keep it In

your Arms.
Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender.

ShaL How now. Mailer Parfon ? Good morrow, good
Sir Hugh. Keep a Gameller from the Dice, and a good

Student from his Bock, and it is wonderful.

Slen Ah, fv/eet Anne Rage !

Vage. -Save you, good Sir Hugh.

E'va. 'Fiefs you irom his Mercy fake, all of you.

Shal. What ? the Sword and the Word ?

Do you ftudy them both, Mr. Parfon ?

Vage. And youthful ftill, in your Doublet and Hofe,

this ravv* rheamatick Day ?

E'va, There is Reafons and Caufes for it.

We are come to you to do a good Office, Mr.
Parfon.

E^va, Ferry well : What is it ?

Vage. Yonder is a moft reverend Gentleman, who, be-

like, having received Wrong by fome Perfbn, is at moft

odds with his own Gravity and Patience, that ever you

Shal. I have liv'd fourfcore Years and upwards ; I ne-

ver heard a Man of his Place, Gravity, andLerning, fo

wide of his own Refped. Eva,
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Eva, What is he ?

Page, I think you know him, Mr. Dodor CaiuSy the

1 renowned French Phyfician.

I E^a. Got*s Will, and his Paffionof my Heart ! I hai
as lief you fliould tell me of a mefs of Porridge,

j

Pagi Why ?

E'ua. He has no more Knowledge in Hibocrates and

I

Galen \ and he is a Knave befides, a cowardly Knave as

you would defire to be acquainted withal.

Page, I warrantyou, he's theman Ihould fight with him.

Slen. O fweet Anne Page I

Enter Hoft, Caius and Rugby.
^hal. It appears fo by his Weapons : Keep them afun-

der ; here comes Dodor Caius,

Page. Nay, good Mr. Parlpn^ keep in your Weapon,
Sal. So do you, good Mr. Do<5lor.

Hojl. Difarm them, and let them quellion : let theari

keep their Limbs whole, and hack our EngVJh.

Cahis. I pray you, let a me fpeak a Word with your

Ear : Wherefore will you not meet a me ?

E^va. Pray you, ufe your Patience in good time.

Cai'us, By gar, you are de Coward, de Jack Dog,
Joh7i Ape.

Erja. Pray you, let us not be Laugh ing-ftocks to other

Mens Humours ; I defire you in Friendfaip, and will one

way or other make you amends ; I will knog your Uri-

nal about your Knave's Cogs-Comb, for milling your,

meetings and Appointments,

CaiiLs. Diahle Jack Riighw Mine Hoft de Jarter.^

Have I not Hay for him, to kill him ? have I not at de

Place I did appoint ?

Eva. As I am a Chriilian Soul, now look you, this is

the Place appointed ; I'll be judgment by mine Hoft of

the Garter.

Hoji, Peace, I fay ; Gallia and Gaul, Trench and Wdjb^
Soul-curer and Body-curcr.

^
Caius. Ay, dat is very good, excellent.

Hoji. Peace, I fay ; hear mine Hell of the Garter.

Ani I Politick ? am I Subtle ? am 1 a Machia<i'fl?

Shall I lofe my Dodor 1 No ; he gives me the Potions

and the Motions. Shall I lofe my Padbu my Priell ?

my Sir Hugh F No i he gives me the Proverbs, and the

B 5 No'Veibs?
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]No-veibs. Give me thy Hand, Tereftrial, fo give me
thy hand Celcllial; lb, Boys of Art, I have deceived yen
both, I have diieded you to wrong Places your Hearts

are mighty, your Skins are v/hole, and let burn'd Sack be

the Jfiue. Come, lay their Swords to pawn. Follow me,
Lad of Peace, follow, follow, follow

Shal. Truil me, a mad Hoil, follow, Gentlemen, follov/.

Slen O fvveet J?i7ie Page ! \_Ex. Shal. Slen. Pag.^^'-^Hoft.

Caius. Ha ! do I perceive dat ? Have you make a-de-

fot of us, ha, ha?

E't^a. This is well, he has made us his VIouting-ftog : I

defire you that we may be Friends ; and let us knog our

Prains together, to be revenge on this fame fcali'd Scurvy

cogging Companion, the Holl of the Garter.

Caius, By gar, with all my Heart ; he promife to bring

me where is Atne Page ; by gar, he deceive me too.

E'^ua, Well, I will fmite his Noddles ; pray you follow,

\Ex£U7lC

SCENE II.

Enter Mijlrefs Page and Robin.

?virs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little Gallant ; you
were wont to be a follower, but now y^u are a Leader.

Whether had you rather lead mine Eyes, or eye your

Mafter's Heels

Rob. 1 had rather, Forfooth, go before you like a Man,
than follow him like a Dwarf.

Mrs. Page. O you are a flattering Boy ; now you'll be a

Courtier.

Enter Ford.

Fcrd. Well met, Millrefs Page ; whither go you ?

Mrs. Page. Truly, Sir, to fee your Wife; is flie at home?
Ford, Ay, and as idle as fhe may hang together for

want of Company ; I think, if your Husbands were dead,

you tv/o would marry.

Mrs. Page. Be fure of that, two other Husbands.
Ford. Wh,ere had you this pretty Weather-cock ?

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his Name is

my Husband had him of : What do you call your Knight*s
tName, Sirrah ?

Rob. S^ifjrJ:.nFaIJ}aff.

Ford. Sir John Fa!jlajf\

Mrs. Page,
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Mrs. Page, He, he ; I can never hit his Name ; there

is fuch a League between rny good Man and he ; is your

^ good Wife at home, indeed :

j
Ford. Indeed, fhe is.

Mrs. Vage, By your leave, Sir ; I am fick till I fee her,

j
Exeunt Mrs Page ii7id Robin,

j

Tord. Has Vage any Brains ? hath he any Eyes r hath he

jany Thinking? fure they fleep ; he hath no uie of them,

j

Why this Boy will carry a Letter twenty Mile as eaiy as

la Cannon will llioot point-blank twelve -fcore ? he pieces

I

out his Wife's Inclination, he gives lier Folly motion and
advantage, and now fhe's going to my Wife, and Faljlaff\

Boy witii her. A man may hear this Shower fmg in the*

Wind ; and Faljiczjf^s Boy with her ; good Plots, they are

hid, and our revolted Wives fliare Damnation together.

Well, I will take him, then torture my Wife, pluxk the

borrcwtd Yt\\ of modeuy from the fo feeming Miilrefs

Vage, divulge Yage himfelf for a fecure and wilful Adeon^

and to thefe violent Proceedings all m.y Neighbours fhalL

cry aim. The Clock gives me my Cue, and my AlTurance

bids me fearch ; there lhall I find YalJIaff: I (hall be rather

praifed for this, than mocked ; for it is as pofitive as the

Earth is firm, that V^/jlaJ'is there : I will go.

Ef'iter Page, Shallow, Slender, Hod, Evans and Caiu3.

Shal. ?age, tffc. Weil met, Mr. Ford.

Ford. Trail me, a good Knot : I have good Cheer at

home, and I pray you ail go with me.

I muit excufe my (elf, Mr. Ford.

SL'n. And fo rriult I, Sir j

V/c have appointed to dine with Miflrefs Ame,
And I would not breajv with her for more Money
I'han Til fpeak of

'
'

Shal. We have lingerd about a match between

Tage and my Coufm ^/e/:der, and this Day we lhail have

our Anlwer.

S/en. I iiope I fhall have your good Will, Father Page.

Fagr. You luve, Mr Si-n.iir, J lland v;holly for you ;

butmy Wite, Mailer Dcdor, is for you all -together.

Cains. Ay by gar, and de ?vlaid is love a-me : n.y

Nurfti-a-^^/W/^ tell me fo mulhi.

Hoji. What fay you to young \l\\Fe?i{on? he cnper^,

he dances, he has Eyes cf Youth, he writes \'erfc.s he

Ipciks
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ipeaks Holy-Days, he fmells Jpril and Mayy he will car-

ry*t, he will carry 't, 'tis in its Buttons, he will carry't.

Vage, Not by my Confent, I promife you: The Gen-
tleman is of no having, he kept Compart/ v/ith the wuld

Prince and Poinz ; he is of too high a Region, he knows
too much ; no, he fhall not knit a Knot in his Fortunes

with the Finger ofmy Subftance. If he take her, let him
take her fimply : The Wealth I have, waits on my Con-
fent, and my Confent goes not that way.

Tord. I befeech you heartily, fome of you go home
with me to Dinner ; befides your Cheer you lhall have

Sport ; and I will ihew you a Monfter. I\Ir. Doftor you
lhal] go ; fo fhall you, Mr. Vage^ and you Sir Hugh.

Shal. Well, fare you well

;

Wc fhall have the freer Wooing at Mr. P^^^^-'s.

Caius. Go home, John Rugby^ I come anon.

Hoji. Farewel, my Heart I will to my honeft Knight

Valfiaff^ and drink Canary with him.

Yord. I think I fhall drink in Pipe Wine firfl with

him: I'll make him dance. Will you go. Gentles ?

All, Have with you to fee thisMonller. \Exeu7it.

SCENE III.

Enter Mijtrefs Voxiy Mijlrefs V^i^Q^ and Ser'va?its ivith a
Bajket,

Mrs. Yord. What John ! what Robert !

Mrs" Vage. Quickly, quickly : Is the Buck-basket

Mrs. Ffi;^/. I v/arrant. What, Robwy I fay.

Viis.Vage. Come, come, come.

Mrs. Yord. Here, fet it down.
. Mrs. Vage. Give yourMen the Charge,we mufl be brief.

Mrs. Vord, Marry, as I told you before, John and Ro-

bert, be ready here hard by in the Brev^^houfe, and when
I fuddenly call you, come forth, and, without any paufe

or flaggering, take this Basket on your Shoulders ; that

done, tru-^ge with it in ail haile, and carry it among the

Whitfters in Datchet-mt^d, and there empty it in the

jnuddy Ditch, clofc by the names fide.

Mrs. Vage, You will do it ? [ Direflion.

Mrs. Vord. I ha' told them over and over; they lack no

Be gone, and come when you are calTd.

Mfo. ^age. Here comes htik Robin. Enter
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Enter Robin.

Mrs. Ford, How now, my Eyes-Mufket, what News
with you ?

Rob. My Mafter, Sir John^ is come in at your "Back-

door, Miltrefs Ford, and requefts your Company.
Mrs. ¥age. You little Jack-a-lent, have you been true

to us ?

Rob. Ay, ril be fworn ; my Mafter knows not ofyour
being here, and hath threatn'd to put me into everlafting

Liberty, if I tell you of it i for he fwears he'll turn me
away.

Mrs. Vage. ThouVt a good Boy ; this Secrecy of thine

fhall be a Taylor to thee, and lhall make thee a new Dou-
blet and Hofe. Pi! go hide me.

Mrs. Ford. Do To ; go tell thy Mafter, I am alone ; •

Miftrefs P^^^, remember you your Cue. lExit Rob.
Mxs. Vage, I warrant thee ; if I do not aft it, hifs me.

[Exit Mrs. ?age.

Mrs. Ford. Go to them ; we'll ufe this unwholfome
Humidity, this grofs watry Pumpion, we'll teach him to

know Turtles from Jays.

Enter FalftafF.

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heav'niy Jewel ? Why,
now let me die ; for I have liv'd long enough : This is

the Period of my Ambition : O this blefTed Hour !

Mrs. Ford. O fweet Sir John I

Fal. Miftrefs Ford^ I cannot cog, I cannot prate, Mif-

trefs Ford : Now fhall I fm in my wifh. I fhould thy

Huft)and were dead, I'll fpeak it before the beft Lord, I

would m.ake thee my Lady.

Mrs. Ford. I your Lady, Sir John? Alas, I would be

a pitiful Lady.

Fal. Let the Court of France fliew me fuch another : I

fee how thine Eye would emulate the Diamond : Thou
haft the right arched bent of the Brow, that becomes the

Ship-Tire, the Tire-Valiant, or any Venetian Attire.

Mrs. Ford. A plain KerchifFe, Sir John:
My Brows become nothing elfe, nor that well neither.

Fal, Thou art a Tyrant to fay fo j thou wouldft make
an abfolutc Courtier, and the firm fixture of thy Foot

would give an excellent moiion to thy Gait, in a femi-

cifcled
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circled Farthingal I fee what thou wert. If Fortune thy
Foe were not. Nature is thy Friend : Come, thou canll

not hide it.

Mrs. FW. Believe me, there's no fuch thing in me.
Fal. What made me love thee ? Let that penuade thee.

There's fomething extraordinary in thee. Come, I can-

not cog, and hy, thou art this and that, like a many of
thefe Iiiping Haw-thorn Buds, that come like Women in

Men's Apparel, and fmeli like Bucklers-Bury in fmipling-

time : I cannot i but I love thee, none but thee ; and thou

dcferveft it.

IMrs. '^drd. Do not betray me. Sir ; I fear you love

Miitrefs Page.

Fal, Thou might'il as well fay, I love to walk by the

Coioifer-G^iiQ, which is as hateful to me as the reek of a

Lime-kiln.

Mrs. Ford, Well, Heaven knows how I love you, and
you fhail one Day find it.

Fal. Keep in that mind ; Fll deferve it.

Mrs. Fcrrd. Nay, I rnufl tell you, fo you do : Or elfe I

could not be in that Mind.
Ficb. \jivithin'] Millrefs Ford, Ivlillrefs Ford, here's ?vn-

ftreis Page at the Door, fweating and blowing, and look-

ing wildly, and mud needs fpeak with you prefently.

FaL She lhall not fee me ; I will enfconce me behind

the Arras.

Mrs. Ford. Pray you do fo ; (he's a very tailing Woman.
E7zter Mrs Page.

What's the m.atter ? How now ?

Mrs. Page. O Millrefs Ford, what have you done ?

You're iham'd, youVe overthrown, you're undone forever,

Airs. Ford. What's the matter, good Millrefs Page F

Mrs. Page. O well a day, Miitrefs Fo^'d, having an

honeil Man to your Huiband, to give him fuch cauie of

Sufpicion.

Mrs. Ford. What caufe of Sufpicion ?

Tvlrs. Page. What caufe of Suipicion \ Out upon you ;

how am I miflook in you ?

Mrs. Fcrd. Why alas ! what's the matter?

Mrs. Page. Your Hufband's coming hither. Woman,
, ;tli all the Officers in Wind/or, to fearch for a Gentle-

man that he fays is here ncv/ in the Houfe by your Con-

fent.
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fent, to take an ill Advantage of his Abfence. You are

undone.

Mrs. Ford. 'Tis not fo, I hope.
- Mrs Page. Pray Heav'n it be not fo, that you have fuch

a Man here ; but 'tis moil: certain your Hufband's coming
with half Windfor at his Heels, to fearch for fuch a one. I

come before to tell you, if you know, your felf clear,

~

why 1 am glad of it ; but if ycu have a Friend here,

convey, convey him out. Be not amaz'd, call all your

Senfes to you, defend your Reputation^ or bid farevvel to

your good Life for ever.

Mrs. Ford. What fnall I do ? there is a Gentleman, my
dear Friend ; and I fear not mine own Shame fo much as

his Peril. I had rather than a thoufand Pound he were

out of the Houfe.

Mrs. Page. For fhame, never ftand you had rather, and
you had rather; your Kufband's here at hand, bethink

you of fome Conveyance ; in the Houfe you cannot hide

him. Oh, how have you deceived me; Look, here is a

Baiket, if he be of any reafon^ble Stature, he may creep

in here, and throw foui Linen upon hfm, as if it were
going to Backing : Or it is whiting time, fend him by
your two Men to Datchet Mead.

Mrs. Ford. He is too big to go in there : What fliall I do !

Re-enter FalflafF.

Fai. Let me fee'r, let me (ee't, O let m.e fee't,

Til in, ril in ; follow your Friend's Counfel ; I'll in.

Mrs. Page. What, Sir John Falfiaff ? are thefe your
Letters, Knight ?

Fal. I love thee, help me away r let me creep in here

:

ril never

[He goes inio the Baiket, tryy co-ver him mjith foul Linen,

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your Maftcr, Boy ; call your

Men, Miilrefs Ford. You difTembling Knight.

Airs. Ford. What Joh?i, Robert, John, go take up thefe

Cloaths here, quickly. Where's the Cowl-llafF? Look
how you drumble : Carry them to the Landrefs at Datchet

Mead ; quickly, come.

Enter Ford, Page, Caiuc, a7id Evans.

Ford. Pray you come near ; if 1 fufped without Caufe,

why then make fport at me, then let me be your Jell-,

I deferve it, How now ? whither bear you this ?
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Ser^. To the Landrefs, forfooth.

Mrs. ^ord. Why, what have you to do whither they

bear it ? You were bell meddle with Buck-wafhing.

Vord. Buck ? I would I could wafh my felfof the Buck :

Buck, Buck, Buck, ay, Buck : I warrant you, Buck, and
of the Seafon too, it lhall appear.

[^Exeunt Ser<vants njoith the Basket,

Gentlemen, I have dreampt to Night, Til tell you my
Dream : Here, here, here by my Eyes ; afcend my Cham-
bers, fearch, feek, find out. Til warrant we*ll unkennel

the Fox. Let me flop this way firft : So, now uncape.

Vage. Good mailer Yord^ be contented

:

You wrong your felf too much.
'Yard, True, mailer Yage. Up, Gentlemen, you fhall

fee Sport anon; follow me. Gentlemen.

E'va. This is ferry fantaftical Humours and Jealoufies.

Caius. By gar, 'tis no the Faihion of France ; it is not

jealous in France

Fage, Nay, follow him, Gentlemen, fee the Iffue of

his Search. [Exeunt,

Manent Mijlrefs Page and Mijlrefs Ford.

Mrs. Fage. Is there not a double Excellency in this }

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleafes me better, that

my Hufband is deceived, or Sir John.

Mrs. Fage, What a taking was he in when your Huf-
band ask'd who has in the Basket ?

Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have need of wafh-

ii^g, fo throwing him into the Water will do him a Benefit.

Mrs. Fage. Hang him, difhonell Rafcal ; I w^ould all of

the fame Strain were in the fame Diilrefs.

Mrs. Ford. I think my Hufband hath fome fpecial Suf-

picion of Faljfaff's being here ! 1 never faw him fo grofs

in his Jealoufy 'till now.

Mrs. Fage. I will lay a Plot to try that, and we will,

yet have more Tricks with Falfiajf: His dilTolute Dileafe

will fcarce obey this medicine

Mrs. Ford. Shall we' fend that fool iih Carrion, Miflrefs

^Ackly, to him, and excufe his throwing into the W^ater^

and give him another Hope, to betray him to another Pu-

i nifhnient ?

Mrs. Fage. Well do it; let him be fent for to morrov/

by eight o'clock to have amends.
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Re-eytter Ford, Page, fffr.

Ford. I cannot £nd him : may be, the Knave br?^g'd

of tliat he could not compafs.

Mrs. Page, Heard you that r

Airs. Ford, I, I, Peace, you ufe me well. Mailer Tordy

do you r

Ford, Ay, ay, I do fo.

Mrs. P^j^^.Heav'n make you better than yourThoughts.
Ford. Amen.
Mrs. Fage. You do your felfmighty Wrong, Mr. Fcrd,

Ford. Ay^ ay ; I muit bear it.

E'va. If there be any pody in the Houfe, and in the

Chambers, and in the Coffers, and in the Prefies, Heav'n
forgive rriy Sins, at the Day of Judgment.

Cuius. By gar, nor I too : There is no Bodies.

Puge, Fy, fy, Mr. Ford^ are you not afham'd ? What
Spirit, what Devil fuggefts this Imagination ? I would
not have your Dillemper in this kind, for the Wealth of

Wind/or'Cajile.

Ford, '1 is my Fault, Mr. Page : I fuffer for it.

F'va^ You fuffer for pad Ccnicience ; your Wife is as

honeft a *omans, as I will defires among five thouland,

and five hundred too.

Caius. By gar, I fee 'tis an honeft Woman.
Ford. Well, I promised you a Dinner ; come, come,

walk in the Park. I pray you, pardon me ; I will here-

after make known to you why I have done this. Come
Wife, come Miilrefs P^^ge^ I pray you pardon me : Pray
heartily pardon me.

Page. Let's go in, Gentlemen ; but, truft me, we'll

mock him. I do invite you to morrow Morning to my
Hcufe to Breakfall, after we'll a birding together ; I have
a fine Hawk for the Bufti. Shall it be fo ?

Ford. Any thing.

E'va. If there is one, I fhall^nake two in the Company.
Caius. If there be one or two, I fhall make a the tird.

E-va. In your Teeth for Shame.
Ford. Pray you go, Mr. Page.
E^-va. I pray you now remembrance to-morrow on the

loufy Knave, mine Hofl.

Caius. Dat is good', by gar^, with all my Heart.

Eva. A loufy Knave, to have his gibes, and his mock-
eries. lE.rcunt.
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SCENE IV.

Enter Fenton, afzd Miftrefs Anne Page,

FcKt. I fee, I cannot get thy Father's Love

;

Therefore no more turn me to him, f\Teet Nan.
Anne. Alas ! how then ?

Fcnt. Why, thou mull be thy felf.

He doth objedl I am too great of Birth,

And that my State being galiM with my Expcnce,

I feek to heal it only by his Wealth.
Befides thefe, other Bars he lays before me.
My Riots pall, my wild Societies

:

And tells me, 'tis a thing impoflible

I fhould love thee, but as a Property.

Anne, Way be, he tel's you true.

Tent. No, Keav'n fo fpeed me in my time to come.
Albeit, I will confefs, thy Father's Wealth
W^^.s the firfl Motive that I wco'd tliee, Anne :

Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more value

Than Stamps in Gold, or Sums in fealed Br.gs ;

And 'tis the very Riches of thy felf

That now I aim at.

Anne. Gentle Air. Fe72tony

Yet feek my Father^s Love, ftill fcek It, Sir :

If Opportunity and humbleft Suit

Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither.

Entc7' Shallow, Slender, rnd Mijtre/s Quickly,

Shal. Break their Talk, Miflrefs ^'ickly.

My Kinfman ihall fpeak for him 'elf.

Slen. ril make a Shaft or a Beit on it : 'L'flid, 'tis but

venturing.

Shal. Be not difmay'd.

Slen. No, fhe ihall not difmay me :

I care not for that, but that I am afteard. [ycu.

^ic, Kark'ye j Mr. S/cruier would fpeak a word with

Anne. I come to him. ,This is niy Father's Choice.

O what a W^orld of vile ill-favour'd Faults

Lock handfom in three hundred Pounds a Year ?

^ic. And how does good Mafter Fenton ?

Pray you, a word vvith you.

^haL Siie's coming ; to her, Ccz.
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O Boy, thou hadrt a Father !

Ska. I had a Father, Airs. Jnne ; my Uncle can tell

you good Jefls of him. Pray you, Uncle, tell Mrs. Jme
the Jeft, how my Father ftole two Geefe out of a Pen,

good Uncle.

Shal. Mrs. Jnne, my Coufm loves you.

Slen Ay, that I do, as well as I love any Woman in

GlouceJIerJhire.

ShaL He will maintain you like a Gentlewoman.
SIcn. Ay, that 1 will j come cut and long tail under

the Degree of a Squire.

SkaL He will make you a hundred and fifty Pounds

Jointure.

Jnue. Good Mailer Shallo^jj, let.him woo for himfelf.

Shal, Marry, I thank you for it I thank you for that.

Good Com.fort; Ihe calls you, Coz. Til leave you.

Jnne. Now, Alafter Slender.

Slen, Now, good Airs. Anne,

Anne, What is your Will ?

Slcn Aly Will? Od's-heart-lings, that's a pretty Jefl,

indeed, 1 ne'er made my Will yet, I thank Heav'n ; I

am not fuch a fickly Creature, I give Heav'n Praife.

A?ine. I mean. Air. Slender^ what would you with me ?

Slen, Truly, for my own part, I would little or nothing

with you j your Father and my Uncle have made Alotiops i

if it be my Luck, fo ; if not, happy Alan be his dole ; they

can tell you how things go better than I can \ you may
afk youi* Father ; here he comes.

E7jter Page, and Miftrefs Page.
P'T^^". Now, Wa.'ko.x Slender : Love him, Dau \\\.Q\Annc,

Why how now ? What does Alailer Fenton here ?

You wrong me. Sir, thus IHU to haunt my Houfe :

I told you, Sir, my Daughter is dimos'd of.

Fe:it. Nay, Alafter Page, be not impatient.

Airs. Page. Good Alailer FdT?/^/?, come not tomy Child,

P<^ge. She is no Alatch for you.
Fent. Sir, will you hear me \

Pi'ge. No, good Alailer Fenion.

Come, Alailer Shallozv ; come. Son Slender, in.

Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Alailer Fcnto^r,

[£.vf.v;.v Page, Shallow, Slender.
^ic. Speak to Alillrefs P^^^.

Pent.
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Pent. Good Miftrefs Page, for that I love your Daughter

In fuch a righteous Fafliion as I do,

Perforce, againll all Check, Rebukes, and Manners,
I muft advance the Colours of my Love,
And not retire. Let rae have your good Will.

Anne, Good Mother, do not marry me to yon Fool.

Mrs. Page. I mean it not, I feek you abetter Husband.
^ic. That's my mafter, mafter Dodlor.

Jnne. Alas, I had ra.ther be fet quick i'th Earth,

And bowFd to Death with Turnips.

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not your felfgood Mailer Pen-

I will not be your your Friend nor Enemy : [/c;;.

My Daughter will I queiticn how fhe loves you.

And as I find her, fo am lafl^fted.

'Till then farev/el. Sir ; fhe mull needs go in,

Her Father will be angry. [Ex. Mrs, Page Anne.

Pent. Farewel, gentle miftrels ; farewel iV^;;.

^ic. This is my doing, now. Nay, faid I, will you
caft away your Child on a Fool 'and a Phyfician ?

Look on, Mafter Penton : This is my doing.

Pent, I thank thee ; and I pray thee once to Night,

Give my fweet t^an this Ring. There's for thy Pains.

{Exit.

^iic. Now Heaven fend thee good Fortune. A kind

Heart he hath ; a Woman would run through Fire and

Water for fuch a kind Heart. But yet, I would xr.y Ma-
fter had Miftrefs Anne, or I would Mr. blender had her f

or, in footh, 1 would Mr. penton had her. 1 will do what

1 can for them all three. Tor fo I have promised, and Til

be as good as my V/ord, but fpecioufly for Mr. Penton,

Well, 1 muft of another Errand to ^'wjohn Paljlaffiiom

iDy two miftreffes ; v^'hat a Beaft am I, to flack it r

SCENE III.

Enter FalftafF and Bardolph.

Bard. Here, Sir,

Pal. Go fetch me a Quart of Sack, put a Toaft in't.

Have I liv'd to be carry'd in Bafket, like a Barrow of

Butcher's Offlil, and to be thrown into the Phames ? Well,

if I be fervid fuch another Trick, Fll have my Brains ta'en

out and butter'd, and give them to a Dog for a New-
year's
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years Gift. The Rogues flighted me into the River, with

as little Remorfe as they would have drown'd a Bitches

blind Puppies, fifteen i'ch' Litter ; and you may know,

by my Slze, that I have a kind of Alacrity in finking :

If the Bottom were as deep as Hell, I iliould down. I had

been drov/nM, but that the Shore was fhelvy and (hallow

;

a Death that I abhor ; for the Water fwells a Man : And

whit a thing would I have been when I had been f.velTd ?

I Ihould have been a Mountain of Mummy.
Bard. Here's Mrs. ^jckly. Sir, to fpeak with you.

Yal. Come, let me gour in fome Sack to the ^hamrs-

Water ; for my Belly's as cold as it I had fwallow'd Snow-

balls, for Pills to cool the Reins. Call her in.

Bard. Come in. Woman.
Enter Mifirefs Quickly.

By your Leave : I cry you Mercy,

Give your Worfhip Good-morrow.
Yal. Take av/ay thefe Chalices

;

Go brew me a Pottle of Sack finely.

Bard. With Eggs, Sir ?

Yal. Simple of it felf : I'll no Pullet-Sperm in my
Brewage. How now ?

^uc. Marry, Sir, I come to your Worlliip from mif-

t -efs Yard.

Yal. Miftrefs Ycrd P I have had Ford enough ; I was
thrown into the Ford ; I have my Belly-full of Ford.

^w/V. Alas the Day ! good Heart, that was not her

Faui t : She does fo take on with her Men ; they mitlook

their Eredtion.

Yal. So did I mine, to build on a foolifli Woman's
Prpmife.

^ic. Well, flie laments. Sir, for it, that it would yearn

your Heart to fee it. Here Hulband goes this Morning a

birding ; ftie defires you Qnce more to come to her, be-

tween eight and nine. I mull carry her Word quickly,

ihe'll make you amends. I warrant you.

Yal. Well, I will vifit her; tell her fo, and bid her

fhink what a Man is : Let iier confider his Frailty, and
then ju^ge of my Merit.

^uc. I will tell her,

Yal.- Do fo. Between nine and ten, fay'il thou ?

^ic. Eight and nine, Sir.

Fal.
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Fa/. Well, be gone, I will not mifs her.

^Jck. Peace be with you, Sir, [Exit.

Fa/. I marvel I hear not of Mafter Broo^ ; he fent me
Word to llay within : I like his Money well.

Oh, here he comes.

E?2ter Ford.

Ford. Blefs you. Sir.

Fa/. Now, Mafter Broo^, you come to know what
hath pafs'd between me and For^/'s Wife.

Ford. That, indeed. Sir yohn, is my bufmefs.

Fa/. Mailer Brcck, I will not lye to you ;

I was at her Houfe the Hour fne appointed me.
Ford. And you fped. Sir,

Faf. Very ill-favour'dly, Mafter BrooL

Ford. How, Sir, did flie change her Determination }

Fa/. No, Mafter Brook, but the peaking Cornuto, her

Huft^and, Alafter Brook, dwelling in a continual larum of

Jealoufy, comes in the inftant of our Encounter, after we
had embraced, kifs'd, protefted, and as it were, fpoke the

Prologue of our Comedy ; and at his Heels a rabble of his

Companions,thither provok'd and inftigatedby hisDiftem-

per,and forfooth, to fearch his Houfe for his Wife's Love.

For^. What, while you were there !

Fa/. While I was there.

Ford. And did he fearch for you, and could not find you ?

Fa/. You ftiall hear. As good Luck would have it,

comes in one Miftrefs Fage, gives Intelligence of Ford\

Approach, and by her Invention, and Ford's Wife's Dif-

tradtion, they convey'd me into a Buck-basket.

Ford. A Buck-basket.

Fa/. Yes, a Buck-basket ; ramm'd me in with foul

Shirts and Smocks, Socks,foul Stockings, and greafy Nap-
kins, that, Mafter Brook, there was the rankeft Com-
pound of villainous Smell that ever offended Noftril.

Ford. Aiid how long lay you there }

Fa/. Nay, you ftiall hear, Mafter Brook, what I have

fuffer'd to bring this Woman to evil, for your good. Be-

ing thus cramm'd in the Basket,a couple of Fords Knaves,

his Hinds, were call'd forth by their Kliftrefs, to carry m.e,

in the name of foul Clothes, to Datchet'/ane, they took

me on their Shouldei s, met the jealous Knave their Mafter

in the Door, v/ho ask'd them once or twice what they had

3 i»



in their Basket : I quak*d for Fear, left the lunatick

Knave would have fearch^'d it ; but Fate, ordaining he

fhould be a Cuckold, held his Hand. Well, on went he

for a learch, and away went I for foul Cloaths ; but mark
the fequel, Mailer Broo^^ I fufiered the pangs of three e-

gregiojs Deaths : Firii:, an intolerable Fright to be deted-

ed by a jealous rotten Bell-weather ; next to be compas'd

like a good Bilbo, in the Circumference of a Feck, hilt

to point, heel to head : and then to be ilopt like a llrong

Diltillation, with llinking Clothes, that fretted in their

own Greafe : Think of that, a Alan of my Kidney ; think

of tliat, that am as fubjecl to heat as Butter ; a Man of

continual diilolution and thaw ; it was a Miracle to 'fcape

SiifFocation. And in the height of this Bath, when I was

more than half llew'd in Gre.Je, like a Dutc/j Difh, to be

thrown into the V^amesy and cool'd, glowing hot, in

that ferge, like a Horfe-fhoe think of that ; hifSng

hot, think of that, Mailer Brook.

Yord. In good fadnefs. Sir, I am forry that for my fake

you fufier'd ail this. My Suit is then defperate; you'll

undertake her no more ?

Yal. Mailer Brcok, I will be thrown into Etna^ as I

have been into the names^ ere I will leave her thus. Her
Husband is this Morning gone a Birding ; I have receiv'd

from her another EmbafTy of meeting? 'twixt eight and
nine is the Hour, Alaller Brock,

Ford. ' Fis pail eight already. Sir.

Yal. Is it ? I will then addrefs me to my Appointment.

Come to me at your convenient leifure, and you fhall

know how I fpecd ; and the Conclufion fhall be crown'd

with your enjo/ing her ; Adieu, you lhall have her, ma-
&Qr Brook, Mailer ^rc:?^, you lhall cuckold F^n/. [Exit.

Ford. Hum ! Ha ! Is this a V'ifion ? Is this a Dream ?

Do I ileep ? mailer Ffr^ awake, awake, mailer FW;
there's a Hole made in your bell Coat, mailer Yord ; this

'tis to be married ! this *tis tohaveLinnen and Buck-Baskets!

Well, I will proclaim my felf what I am ; I will now
take the Leacher ; he is at my Houfe ; he cannot Tcape
me ; 'tis impolTible he fhould ; he cannot creep into a
Halfpenny Purfe, nor into a Pepper box. But leil the

Devil that guides him Ihould aid him, I will fearch im-

poffible places ; tho* what I am I cannot avoid, yet lo be

what
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what I would not, (hall not make me tame ; If I have
Horns to make one mad, let the Proverb go with me.,

ril be horn-mad. \Exit

A C T IV. S C E N E L
Enter Mip-efs ?2igQ, Mz/r^/? Quickly, William.

Mrs. Page. TS he at Mr. Ford's already, thinkft thou ?

J[
^ic. Sure he is by this,or will be prefently;

but truly he is very courageous mad, about his throwing

into the Water; Mrs. Fcrd defires you to come fliddenly.

Afc. Page, ril be with her by and by ; I'll but bring

my young Man here to School. Look where his Mailer

comes ; 'tis a Phying-day I fee. How now, Sir Hugh^ n©
•School io Day.

E7iter Evans.

Eva. No, Mafter Sle?ider is let the Boys leave to play.

^ic. BlelTing of his Heart.

Mrs. Page. Sir Hiigh^ my Husband fays my Son profits

nothing in the World at his Book ; I pray you ask him
fome Queftions in his Accidence.

Ei-a. Come hither, William \ hold upyoui:Head.
Mrs. Page. Come on. Sirrah, hold up your Head; an-

fwer your Alafter, be not afraid.

E-ja. iVilliam, how many Numbers is in Nouns ?

Will Tv/o.

^ic. Truly, I thought there had been one Number
more, becaufe they fay od's Nov/ns.

E'va. Peace, your tatlings, "What is Fair, Willuam?

William. Pulcher.

^ic. Poulcats ? There are fairer things than Poulcats,

fure.

Eva. You are very fimplicity"^oman ; I pray, you peace.

What is Lapis, William 1

Will. A Stone.

Eva. And what is a Sioite ?

JVilliam. A Pebble.

Eva. No, it is Lapis : I pray you remember in your

Prain.

William, Lapis,

I 'Eva-t
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E^a, That is a good William : What is he, William,

that does lend Articles ?

Will. Articles are borrowed ofthe Pronoun, and be thus
declined, Singulariter Nominativo, hie, hac, hoc,

E'va. Nominati^Oy hig, hag, hog ; pray you mark Ge*
nitl-uo hujus: Well, what is your Accujatlve Cafe ?

Will, Accufati've, hinc,

E^a. I pray you, have you remembrance^ Child,Vc-
cufati^e, hing, hang, hog,

^ick. Hang Hog is Latin for Bacon, I warrant you.
E^a. Leave your Prabbles 'oman. What is the ^oca-

ti^e Cafe, William ?
Will. O, Vocatlvo, O.
Eua, Remember, William, Toc^ti^ce is caret,
^ick. And that's a good Root.
E^va, 'Oman, forbear.

Mrs. Vage. Peace.
E^va, What is your Gaiitive Cafe VluraL William ^
Will, Geniti^^e Cafe?
E^da, Ay.
Will, Genitive horum, harum, horum.

•^'u ^^'1??^''^^ ^'''y'' ^'^^^i 0^ her ; never
name her. Child, if flie be a Whore.

E'oa. For fhame, o'man,
^ick You do ill to teach the Child fuch Words : He

teaches him to hic and to hac, which they'll do faft e-nough of themfelves ; and to call horum ; fy upon you
E^oa, O man, art thou Lunacies ? Haft thou no Under-

ftandings for thy Cafes, and the Numbers ofthe Genders ;Thou art as toolifli Chriflian Creatures as I would dcilres
Mrs. Yage Pr'ythee hold thy Peace.
E-va, Shew me now, William, fome Delenfions of vcur

Pronouns. ^

Will, Forfooth, I have forgot.
E^a^ It is, qui, qu^, quod', if you forget your ^v^/,//.-

your ^^as, and your ^ods, you muil be preechcs^Go
your ways and play, go.

r

Mrs. P^^.. He is abetter Scholar than I thought he wa-
£jc;^.He has a good fprag memory. Farcwcl, Mrs. ?a^eMrs, Vagc. Adieu, good Sir Hugh ^ '

Get you home. Boy, come, we Hay too long, lEy:euut
C S C E N
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S C E N E IL

Enter FalftafF aTid Mifirefs Ford.

F^?/. Miftrefs Ford, your Sorrow hath eaten up my Suf-

ferance ; I fee you are obfequious in your Love, and I

profefs Requital - Hair's breadth, not only, Mrs. Ycrd^
ill the fimple Ofnce of Love, but in the Accouftremerit,

Cc iiipliment, and Ceremony of it. But are yoa fure of
your Husband nc \v ?

Mrs. Ford. He's a Birding, fweet Sir John,
Mrs Page, f^t'/VZvVr] what hoa, GoSiip Ford] what hoa ?

Mrs. Ford. S.ep inro the Channber,Sir Johji.{Ex. Fa}.

Enter Mijfrefs Page.

Mrs. Ptjye How now, Iweet Heart, who's at home be-

fdes year fe'f ?

Mr? Fc d. Vv'hy none but mine own People.

Mrs. P^if. Indeed ?

Mrs. Ford. No, certainly Spe?.k louder.

Mr?. Pa^e. Truly I am fo glad you have no body here.

Mrs. Ford. Why ?

Airs. P^-ge. Why,Woman, your Husband is in his old

Lunes again ; he fo takes on yonder with my Husband,
fo rails againft all married mankind, fo curfes all E^is
Daughters, of what Complexion fcever, and fo buffets

himielf on the Forehead, crying, peer-out, peer- cut, that

any madnefs I ever yet beheld feemed but Tamenefs,

Civility, and Patience to this Diftemper he is in now ; I

am giad the fat Knight is not here.

Alr-s. Ford. Why, does he talk of him ?

Mrs Page. Of none but him, and fwears he was car-

ry'd out the laft time he fearched for him in a Basket

;

protefts to my Husband he is now here, and hath drawn
him, and the reil of their Company from their Sport, to

make another Experiment of his Sufpicion ; but I am
glad the KLight is not here ; now he lhall fee his own
Fcclery.

Ford. How near is he, Mrs. Page? .

Mrs. P^ge Hard by,at Street's end,he will be here anon.

Mrs. Fcrd. I am undone, the Knight is here.

Mrs. Page. Why then thou art utterly fham'd, and he's

but a dead Man. What a Woman are you ? away with

him, away with him ; better Shame than Murder.

I » Mrs. Ford.
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Mrs, Ford. Which way Ihould he go ? How Ihould I

beftow him ? fliall I put him into the Basket again ?

Enter Falfla^F.

Fal. No, ni come no more i'th' Basket

:

May I not go out ere he come ?

Mrs. Page. Alas, alas, three of Mailer For^Ps Brothers

watch the Door with Piftols, that none fhould ifTae out,

otherwife you might flip away ere he came ; But what
make you here ?

Fal. What flmll I do ? Til creep up into the Chimney.
Mrs. Vord. There they always ufcd to difcharge their

Birding-Pieces ; creep into the Kill-Hole.

Fal. Where is it ?

Mrs. Ford. He will feek there, on my Word : Neither

Prefs, Coffer, Cheft, Trunk, Well, Vault, but he hath

an Abftradl for the remembrance of fuch Places, and goes

to them by his Note j there is no hiding yon in tte

Houfe.

Fal. ril go out then.

Mrs. Fc)-d. If you go out in your own Semblance, ycu
die. Sir yohriy unlefs you go out difguis'd. How might
we difguife him ?

Mrs. Page. Alas the Day, I know not ; there is no
Woman's Gown big enough for him, etherwife he might
put on a Hat, a MufHer, and a Kerchief, and fo efcape.

FaL Good Heart, devife fomething; any Extremity,

rather than mifchief.

Mrs. Ford. My maid's Aunt, the fat Woman of Brain^

ford, has a Gown above.

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will fen^e him, flie's as big,

as he is, and there's her thrumb hat, and her mufHer

too. Run up, Sir John.
Mrs. Ford. Go, go, ^w'^tl Sir John, Mrs. P^^^ and I

will look fome Linnen for your Head.
Mrs. Page. Quick, quick, we'll come drefs you llraighr,

put on the Gown the while. [Exit Falltaff.

Mrs. Ford. I would my Husband would meet him ia

this Shape, he cannot abide the old Woman of Brairtford i

he fwears ihe's a Witch, forbad her my Houfe, and hath
threatned to bent her.

Mrs. Pr.ge. Iler v'n guide him to thy Husband's Cudgel,

^md the Devil guide his Cudgel afterwards.

C 2 Mrs. FQvd
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Mrs,. VorJ. But is my Husband coming ?

Mrs. Piige. Ay, in good Sadnels is he, and talks of the

Basket too, however he hath had Intelligence.

Kirs. Ford. We'll try that ; for V\\ appoint my men to

carry the Basket again, to meet him at the Door with it

as they did. lafl time.

Mrs. r^^-^. Nay, but he'll be here prefently ; let's go
drefs him like the Witch of Brainford.

Mrs. Yord. 1*11 firfi dired my men , what they fhall dp

with the Basket ; go up, I'll bring Linnen for him llraight,

Mrs. Vage. Hang him, dilhoneft Varlet,

We cannot mi fufe him enough.

AVe'li leave a Proof, by that v;hich we will do.

Wives may be merry, andyethoneil too.

Vv^e do not ad, that often jell and laugh :

'Tis old but true, ftill Swine eat all the Draugh.

Mrs. Yord, Go, Sirs, take the Basket again on your
Shoulders; your mafier is hard at Door; ifhebidyou
fetitdown^, obey him ; Quickly, difpatch.

Enter Ser^uanis nxith the Basket,

1 Ser-j. Come, come, take up.
^

2 Ser-v. Pray Heav'n it be not lull of the Knight 2gain»

I Ser^j. I hope not, I had as lief bear fo much Lead.

E?2ter Ford, Shallow, Page, Caius ^WEvans.
Ycrd. Ay, but if it prove true, mafter F^^^, have you

sny way then to unfool me again r Set down the Basket,

V illain ; fome body call my ^vife : Youth in a Basket !

Oh youpanderly Rafcals, there's a Knot, a Gang, a Pack,

a Confpiracy againil m.e ? now fnall the Devil be fliam'd.

Wliat Wife! I fay; come, come forth, behold what ho-

nelt Clothes you fend forth to bleaching.

Page. Vv^hy this paifes, mafter .F^;v/; you are not to go

bofe any longer, you muft be pinion'd.

E'va. Why, this is Lunaticks ; this is mad as a mad c eg,

Eriter Mrs. Ford,

Shal. Indeed, mafter FW, this is net well, indeed.

Yord. So lay I too. Sir. Come hither, miftrefs Yordy

miftrefs Yord, the honeft Woman, the modeil Wife, the

virtuous Creature, that hath the jealous Fool to her Huf-

band : I fufpedl without Caufe, miilrefs, do I ?

Mrs. Yord. Heav'n be my Witnefs, you do, ifyou fuf«

pea me in my Difhoneliy,

Yord.
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Fi^^. Well laid, Brazen-face, hold it cat : Come forth.

^dge. This pafTes.

Mrs. Yard. Are vgu not afham'd : Let the Clothes alone.

Vord I fhall find you anon.

E<va. *ris unreafonable ; will you take up your wife's

Clothes ? Come away.

Yord, Empty the Biifket^ I fay.

Mrs. Yord. Whvj man, why ?

Yord. Mailer Ye.ge^ as I am a man, there was one con-
veyed out of my houfe yeilerday in tliis Baf.ctt

may not he be there again ? In my Houfe I am fure

he is ; my Intelligence is true, my Jealoufy ii reafonable,

pluck me out all the Linnen.

Mrs. Yord. If you find a man there, he fhall die a flea's

death.

Yage. Here's no man.
^hal. By my fidelity this is not well, maficrFc;/*^; this

wrongs you.

E^ca. ?vlafler Ycrd^ you mufl pray, and not' follow the

Imaginations of your own Heart ; this is Jealoufies.

Yord. Wei), he is not here I feek for.

Yage, No, ncr no where clfe but in your Brain.

Ycnd^ Help to fearch my Floufe this one time ; IfI find

not what I leek, Ihew no colour for my Extremity ; let

me for ever be your Table-fport ; let them fay ofme. As
jealous as Yord^ that fearched a hollow^ Vralnat for his

Wive's Lemman. Satisfy me once more, once more
fearce with me.

Mrs. Yord. What hoa, mifcrcfs Yagc ! come you and the

old wcm.an dovvn ; my Husband will come into the

Chamber.
Yord. Old Woman ! What old \Vomau's that

Mrs. Yord. Why, it is my maid's Aunt of Brainford.

Yord. A Witch, a Queen, an old cozjning Queen ; have

J not forbid her my Houfe ? She com. es of Errand?, dees

file r We are fimplc men, we do not know what's brought

to pafs under the profefiion of fortune-telling. She

works by charms, by fpells, by the figure, and fuch

daubcry as this is, beyond our Element ; we know
nothing.. Come down, you witch, you hag you, come
down, I lay.

Sirrah. P.v//j the Clothes out of the Btiskei •

c 3 Mrs. Yord.
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Mrs. Ford. Nay, good fweet Hufband ; good Gentle-

men, let him not llrike the old Woman.
Enter FalflafF in Womens Clothes,

Mrs. Page, Come, mother Prat^ come, give me your
Hand.

Ford, ni Prat her, Out of my Dcor,you Witch \BeatSy

hifnP^ you Hag, you Baggage, you Poulcat, you Runnion,

out, out, out ; ril conjure you. Til Fortune-tell you.

{Exit Fal.

Mrs. Page, Are you not afham'd ?

I think you have kill'd the poor Woman.
Mrs.FW. Nay, he will do it ; 'tis a goodlyCredit for you.

Ford, Hang her, Witch.
E^^a, By yea and no, I think the 'oman is a Witch in-

deed : I like not when a 'oman has a great Peard ; I fpy

a great Peard under her muffler.

Ford. Will you follow. Gentlemen ? I befeech you fol-

low, fee but the Iflue of my Jealoufy ; if I cry out thus

upon no Trail, never trull me when I open again.

Page, Let's obey his Humour a little further :

Come, Gentlemen. {Exeunt.

Mrs. Page. Truft me, he beat him moft pitifully.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the Mafs, that he did not j he beat

i.im moll unpitifully, methought.

Mrs. Page, ril have the Cudgel hallow'd, and hung
o'er the Altar ; it hath done meritorious Service.

Mrs. Ford. What think you? May we, with the war-

rant of Woman-hood, and the Witnefs of a good Con-

fcience, purfue him v/ith any further Revenge t

Mrs. Page. The Spirt of Wantonnefs is fure fcar'd out

of him i if the Devil have him not in Fee-fimple, with

Fine and Recovery, he will never, 1 think, in the way
of walle, attempt us again.

iMrs. Ford. Shall v/e tell our Husbands how v/e have

ferved him }

Mrs. Page, Yes, by all means; ifitbebutto fcrape the

Figures out of your Husband's Brain. If they can find

in the Hearts their poor unvirtuous fat Knight ihall beany
l.uther afHi<fled, we tv,o will fiili be the Minifters.

J\lrs.Ford. Fll warrant, they'll have him publickly iham-

rcl ; and mcthinks there would be no Period to the Jeft,

ould he not be publickly fham'd.

Mrs. Page
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Mrs. Page. Come to the Forge with it, then fhape it.

I would not have things cool. \^Exeimt.

SCENE III.

Et:ter Hoft and Bardolph.

Bard. Sir, the German defines to have three of your

Horfes ; the Duke himfelf will be to-rriorrow at Court,

and they are going to meet him.

HoJ}. Whdt Dukelhould that be comes fo feeretly ? I

hear "not of him in the Court: Let me fpeak with the

Gentlemen; they fpeak Englijh,

Bar. Sir, Tl] call them to you.

I'M. They lhall have my Horfes, but I'll make them

pay,""]'!! fivvce them. Tiiey have had my Iloufe a Week
at Command, I have turn'd away my other Guefts ; they

mull compt off ; Til fawce them, come. \_Exeu7:t.

SCENE IV.

Enter Page, Ford, Mipefs Page, Mijire/s Ford, aad

Evans.

E<va. 'Tis one of the beft Difcrctions of a 'oman as ever

I did look upon.

Page. And did he fend you both thefe Letters at an in-

ftant t

iMrs. Page. Within a quarter of an Hour.
Ford. Pardon me. Wife, henceforth do what thou wilt

:

I rather will fafped the Sun with Cold,

Than thee with Wantonnefs ; now doth thy Honour Hand,,

In him that was of late an Heretick,

As firm of Faith.

Page. *Tis well, 'tis well ; no more.

Ee not as extreme in Submiflion, as in Offence,

But let our Plot go forward : Let our Wives
Yet once again, to make us publick Sport,

Appoint a Alceting with this old fat Fellow,

Where we may take him, and difgrace him for it.

Ford. There is no better way than that they fpokc of.

Page. How ? to fend him Word they'll meet him in the

Park^dt midnight ? Fy, fy, he'll never come.
C 4, Eva.
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Eva, You lay he hath been thrown into the River ;

and has been grievoufly peaten, as an old 'omin ; me-
thinks, there fhould be Terrors in him, that he fhould not

come ; methinks, his Flefli is punifhy, he lhall have no
Defires.

Page, So think I too.

Mrs./i?r^.Devire but how you'll ufe him when he comes

;

And let us two devife to bring him thither.

Mrs. Page. There is an old Tale goes, that Heme the

Sometime a Keeper in Windfor Foreli, [Hunter,

Doth ali the Winter time at ftill of midnight

Walk round about an Oak, with ragged Horns,

AiA there he l5la{ls the Tree, and takes the Cattle,

And makes milch kine yield blood, and fhakes a Chain
In a moft hideous and dreadful manner.

You have heard of fuch Spirit, and well you know
'^rhe fupcrfdtious idle-headed Eld
Keceiv'd, and did deliver to our Age
'i liis Tale of Heme the Hunter for a Truth.

Page. Why yet there want not many, that do fear

In deep of Tlight to walk by this Heme\ Oak v

iiur what of this ?

Mrs. ford. Marry, this is our Device,

That Ealpctff2.K. that Oak fhall meet with us.

P<f7f. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come.
And in this Shape when you have brought him hither.

What fliall be done with him ? What is your plot t

Airs. Page. That iikev/ife we have thought upon, and
thus

:

Page (my Daughter, and my litt!e Son,

And three or four more of their Growth, we*ll drefs

3-ike Urchins, Ouphes, and Fairies, green and white^

Vv ith Rounds of w-axen Tapers on their Heads,

And Rattles in their Hands ; upon a fudden.

As Talfiaff, Ihe, and I, are newly m.et,

l et them from forth a Saw-pit rulh at once

W ith fome difFufed Song : Upon their fight

We too, in great xA^mazednefs, will fly.;

Then let them, all encircle him about.

And Fairy-like to pinch the unclean Knight

;

And ask him \^ hy that Hour of fairy revoa.

In
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In their To facred Paths he dares to tread

In Shape profane.

Mr. Ford. And 'till he tell the Truth,

Xet the fuppofed Fairies pinch him round,

And burn him with their Tapers.

Mrs< Page. The Truth being known,
We'll all prefent our felves ; dif-horn the Spirlt,-

And mock him home to TVind/or.

Ford. The Children muft

Be pradlk'd well to this, or they'll ne'er do't.

E-va. I will teach the Children their Behaviours, and I

will be like a Jack-a-napes alfo, to burn the Knight with

my Taber
Ford. This will be excellent,

ril go buy them Vizards.

Mrs. Vage. My Nan ihall be the Queen of all theFairies,

Finely attired in a Robe of White.
'^age. That Silk would I go buy, and in that time

Shall Mr. Slender fteal my Nan away.
And marry her at Eaton. Go, fend to Valftaff ftraight.

. Yord. Nay, I'll to him again in the Name of Brook ;

He'll tell me all his Furpofe, fare he'll come.
_ Mrs. ^age. Fear not you that i go get us Properties,

And Tricking for your Fairies.

E'va. Let us about it.

It is admirable Pleafures, and ferry honeft Knaveries.

{Exeunt Page, Ford ^;7<r/ Evans.

Mrs. Vage. Go, Pvlrs. Yord.

Send quickly to Sir John^ to know his mind.

\E.xit Mrs, Ford,

ril to the Dc6>or, he hath my good Will,

And none but he to marry with Nan '?age.

That Slcfider, tho' well landed, is an Idiot

;

And he my Husband beil of all afreets

:

The Dodor is well moneyed, and his Friend's

Potent at Court ; he, none but he fn.ill have her,

Tho' twenty thoufand wortliicr cam : to crave her. \^Ex2t.

S C E N
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s c E N E V.

Ev/er Hoft a;id Simple.

Hc/t. What vvouldfl thou have. Boor ; what, Thick-skin.

fpeak, breathe, difcufs ; brief, fhort, quick, fnap.

Sim. Marry, Sir, I come to fpeak with Sir Jof^^ Fal-

ftaff, from Mr. Slender.

Hoft, There's his Chamber, his Houfe, his Caftle, his

^ Standing-bed and Truckle-bed ; *tis painted about with

the Story of the Prodigal, frefli and new; go, knock and

call ? he'll fpeak like an Anthropophaginian unto thee

:

Knock. I fay.

Si7np, There's an old Woman, a fat Woman gone up
into his Chamber ; Til be fo bold as ftay. Sir, 'till Ihe

come down ; I come to fpeak with her, indeed.

HgII. Ha ! fat Woman ? The Knight may be robb'd :

I'll call. Bully-Knight ! Bully-Sir John / fpeak from thy

Lungs millitary : Art thou there ? It is thine Hoft, thine

Epbejian calls.

Enter FalftafF.

Yal. How now^j mine Hoft ?

HcJ}. Here's a Bohemian Tartar^ tarries the coming
down of thy fat Woman : Let her defcend, Bully, let

her defcend ; my Chambers are honourable, Fy, Privacy t

Yal. There was, mine Hoft, an old fat Wom*an even

now with me, but flie's gone.

Simp. Pray yoa. Sir, was't not the wife Woman of

Brainford?

^al. Ay, marry, was it, Mufcle-fliell, what wou'd yoa
with her ?

Simp My mafter, Sir, my mafter Slender fent to her,

feeing her go thro' the Street, to know. Sir, whether

one ]<iy7ny Sir, that beguiPd him of a Chain, had the Chain

or no.

YaL I fpake with the old Woman about it.

Simp, And what fays flie, I pray, Sir ?

fW. Marry, ftie fays, that the very fame man that be-

guiled laafter Sknder of his Chain, cozen'd him of it.

Simp.
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Simp, I would I could have fpoken with the Woman

herfelf. I had other things to have fpoken with her too^.

from him.

Fal, What are they ? Let us know.
Hoji, Ay, come ? quick.

Stmp. T may not conceal them, Sir.

Ho/h Conceal them, or thou dy'll.

Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothing but about Miftrefs

A72m Page i to know if it were my Mailer's Fortune to^

have her or no.

Fal. 'Tis, 'tis his Fortune.

Simp, What, Sir ?

Fal, To have her, or no : Go ; fay the Woman told

me fo.

Simp. May I be fo bold to fay fo. Sir ?

Hoji, Ay, Sir ; like who more bold.

Sim.p. I thank your Worfliip : Ilhallmake my mafter

glad with thefe Tiding?. [Exit Simp>
Hoji. Thou art darkly ; thou art darkly. Sir John :

Was there a wife Woman with thee ?

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine Hojl^ one that hath

taught me more Wit than ever I learn'd before in my Life,,

and J paid nothing for it neither, but was p5.id for my
learning.

Enter Bardolph.

Bard. Out, alas. Sir, Cozenage : Mere Cozenage f

Hoft. Where be my Horfes ? Speak Weil of them, Var-

Iccto.

Bard. Run away with the Cozeners ; fox fo foon as I

came beyond Eato?i, they threw me off from behind one

of them in a Slough of Mire, and fet Spurs, and"away ^.

like three German Devils, three Dodlor ^aufius's*-^

Hoji, They are gone but to meet the Duke, Villain,

do not not fay they be fled ; Gcrjnans?ii^ honefl Men.
Enter EvariS.

Eva. Where is mine Hofi F

Hcjl. What is the matter. Sir ?

E^a, Have a care of your Entertainments ; there is a

Friend o' mine come to Town, tells me there is three-

Cozen-Jcrmans that has cozen'd all the Hofis of Readings

^

ef Maiden-Heady of CQlc-brokc^ of Horfes and money. I.
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tell you for good Will, look you ; you are wlfe^ and full

af Gibes and vlouting Stocks, and 'tis not convenient ycu

fliould be cozen'd ? fare you well. \^Exit.

Enter Caius.

Caius. \tx is mine Hofi de Jarteer?
Hoji. Here, mailer Doftor, in Perplexity and doubtfiil

Dilemma.
Caius, I cnnnot tell vat is dat ; but it is tell-a mxC, dat

you make a grand Preparation fm* a Duke de yarrMny ; by^

my trot, dere is no Duke dat the Court is know, to comie r

I tell you for good Will adieu. lExit.

HoJi. Kue and Cry, Villain, go; affiR me, Knight, I

am undone ; fty^ run, hue and cry. Villain, I am un-

done. [^Exit,

Fa/. I wouldfall the World might be coxen'd, for I

lave been cozened and beaten too. If it fhould com.e to

the Ear of the Court, how I have been transformed, and

jhow my Transformation hath been waih'd and cudgePdy

they would melt me out of my Fat, Drop by Drop, and

liquor Fifhermens Boots with me ; I warrant they would
-whip m.e with their fine Wits, 'till I were as creft-faln as

a dry'd Fear. I never profperM fmce I forfwore m.y felf

at Pri?^eyo. Well,, if my Wind were but long enough to

fay my Prayers, I would repent. Now, whence comt you ^

Enter Wtftrefs Quickly.

^uic. From, the two Parties, forfoorh.

F-^/. Tiie Devil take one Party, and his D?.m the other^

and fo they {hall be both beflow'd , I have fufter'd miore for

their fakes, more than the villainous Ineonilancy of Man's
X'iipofitipn is able to bear.

^/V, And have not they fufferM ? yes, I warrant, fpe-

cioufly one of them ; mifcrefs Ford, good Heart, is beaten

black and blue, that you cannot fee- a white fpct about

her.

Val. What teir/l: thou me of black and blue ; I v/as

beaten my felf into all the Colours of the Rarn-bcw; and

I was like to be apprehended for the Witch of Brainford,

but that my admiirable Dexerity of Wit, counterfeiting

the xAdic^i of a Vv'cod Woman, deliver'd me, the Knave
Confiable had fet me iWl Stocks, i'th common Stocks

ior a Witch.
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j^Jr. Slr,-let me fpcak with you in your Chamber,

you lhall hear how things go, and, I v/arrant, to your

Content Here is a Letter will fay Icmewhat. GoodKearts,

what ado is here to bring you together ? Sure one of you

noes net ferve Heav n well, that you are fo crofs'J.

¥a/. Come up into my Chamber. [^Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

Enter Fenton and Hoft.

Mailer Yenton, talk not to me, my mind I's heavy^

I will give over all.

Yent. Vet hear me fpeak ; affift me in my purpofe.

And, as I am a Gentleman, I'll give thee

A hundred Pound in Gold more than your Lofs.

Bofi. I will hear you. Mailer Yenton\ and I will, at

the leall:, keep your Counfel.

Yent. From tim.e to time I have acq lainted you

With the dear Love I bear to fair Anr.e P^x^,

Who, mutually, hath anfwer'd my AiFjftion,

(So far forth as her felf might be her Chcofer)

E'en to my Wifh ; I have a Letter fi'cm her

Of fjch Contents, as you will wonder at ;

The Mirth whereof 5 fo larded with my matter,

That neither fmgly can be manifejled.

Without the fliew of bcth. Fat Sir Jc^rn Yulf.aff .

Hath a gi eat Scene ; the Image of the Jell

IM (hew you here at large. Hark, good mine KoR ;

To Night at Herne*s Oak, juft 'twixt twe've and one^

Mu!l my fv/cet M7;7prcfent the Fairy Queen,
The Purpofe why, is here ; in which Difguife,

While other Jells are fomething rank on Foot,

Her Father hath commanded her to flip

Away with Slender, and v/'th him at Eaton

Immediately to marry ; flie hath confentcd. Now Sir,

Her mother, ever flrong againft the match,

And firm for Do(Slor Cuius, hath appointed

That he lhall likewife fliuffle her away.

While other Sports are talking of their minds.

And at the Deanery, where a Priefl attends,

Straight marry her : to this her morher's Plot

She
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She,' feemlngly obedient, likewife hath

Alade promife to the Do<5lor : Now thus it refts y
Her Father means fhe ftiall be all in White,
And in that Drefs, when Slender fees his time

To take her by the Hand, and bid her go,

She fhall go with him. Her mother hath intended^,.

The better to devote her to the Do6lor,

(For they muft all be maIked and vizarded)

That, quaint in Green, fhe lhall be loofe enrobM,

With Ribbands-Pendant, flaring 'bout her Head;
And when the Do6lor fpies his Vantage ripe.

To pinch her by the Hand, and on that Token,
The maid hath given Confent to go with him.

Hoji. Which means Ihe to deceive ? Father or mother
Tent. Both, my good Hoft, to go along with me

:

And here it refts, that you^Il procure the Vicar

To ftay for me at Church, 'twixt twelve and one.

And in the lawful name of marrying.

To give our Hearts united Ceremony,

Hofl. Well, Husband, your Device ; Pll to the Vicar.

Bring you the maid, you fhall not lack a Prieft,

¥ent. So fhall I evermore be bound to thee ;

Befide, I'll make a prefent Recompence. {Ext.

A C T V. S C E N E L

Enter Falftaff and Mtftrefs Quickly.

F^/. TTJR'ythee no more pratling; go, TJl hold. This is

the third time; I hope, good Luck lies in odd

Numbers; away, go ; they fay there is Divinity in odd

Numbers, either in Nativity, Chance or Death ; away.

. I'll provide you a Chain, and Til do what I can to

get you a pair of Horns. \Exit Miftrefs Quickly.

Yal. Away, I fay, time wears ; hold up your Head,

and mince.

Enter Ford.

How now, mafter Brook? mailer ^m/^, the matter will

be known to Night, or never. Be you in the Park about

Midnight, at Herri ^ Oak, and you fhall fee Wonders.

Yord, Went you not to her Yelterday, Sir, as you told

me you had appointed I YaL
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FaL I went to her, mailer Brook^ as you fee, like a

poor old Man \ but I came from her, mailer Brook, like

a poor old Woman. The fame Knave, Ford, her Huihand,
hath the finell mad Devil of Jealoufy in him, n>aiier

Brook^ that ever governed Phrenzy. I will tell you, he

.
beat me grievoufly , in the (hape of a Woman ; for in the

Ihape of a Man, mafter Brook^ I fear not Goliah with a

Weaver's Beam ; becaufe I know alfo Life is a Shuttle ; I

am in hafte ; go along with me, I'll tell you all. Mailer
Brook. Since I pluckt Geefe, play'd Truant, and whipt
Top, I knew not what 'twas to be beaten, *till lately.

Follow me, I'll tell you llrange things of this Knave Fordy

on whom to Night I will be revenged, and I will deliver

his Wife into your Hand. Follow j llrange things in

hand, mailer Brook ; follow. [Excu7i/,

SCENE II.

EfiUr Page, Shallow a^zd Slender.

Page. Come, come, w^e'll couch i'th Caftle-ditch, ^tilF

we fee the light of our Fairies. Remember, Son S/e/ider,

my Daughter.

S/en. Ay, Forfooth, I have fpoke with her, and we
have a Nay-word how to know one another- I come to

her in white and cry mum, ihe cries budget, and by that

we know one another.

S^a/. That's good too ; but what needs either your
mum, or her budget? The v/hite will decipher her well •

enough. It hath ilruck ten a-Clock.

Page. The Night is-dark. Light and Spirits will be-

come it well ; Hcav'n profper our Sport. No man means
evil but the Devil, and we fhall know him by his Horns.

Let's away; follow me. lExeimt.

SCENE III.

Enter Miftrefs Page, Miftrefs Ford, and Caius.

Mrs. Page, Mr. Dodlor, my Daughter is in green,whcn

you fee your time, take her by the Hand, away with her

to the Deanery, and difpatch it quickly ; go before into

the Park j we two mull go together.

Caius»
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Caius. I know vat I have to do ; adieu. [^Exit,

Mrs. Page. Fare you well. Sir. My Hufband will not re-

joice fo much at the abufe of 'Faljfa^\ as he will chafe at

the Dodor's marrying my Daughter : But 'tis nom.atter %

better a little chiding^ than a great deal of heart break.

Mrs. Ford, Where is Isan now, and her Troop of Fai-

ries, and the WcIJh Devil, E^avs ?

Mrs. Page. They are all couchM in a Pit hard by /?V/Vs

Oak, with obfcur'd Lights ; which at the very inflant of

Faljiaj^'s and our meeting, they will at once difplay to the

Kight.

Mrs. Ford. That cannot chafe but amaze him.

Mrs. Page. If he be not amazed he will be mock*d ; if

he be amaz'U he v;i]l every way be mcck^d.

Mrs. Fard, We'll betray him finely.

Mrs. Page. Againft fuch Lewdfters, and their Lechery^

1 hofe that betray them-do no Treachery.

Mrs. Ford. The Hour draws on ; to the Oak, to the

Oak. [^Exeu?it,

SCENE IV.

Enter Evans and Fairies,

Enja. Tfib, trib, Fairies ; come and remember your
parts : Be pold, I pray you, follow me into the Pit, and
when I give the Watch-'crds, do as I bid you : Come,-
comej trib^ trib, \Exeunt.

SCENE v..

Enter FalftaiT.

FaL The Wlndfor Bell hath ftruck twelve, the A'firiute

draws on ; now the hot-blooded Gcds alTifl: me. Remem-
ber, Jove, thou Waft a Bull for thy Eurcpa \ Love fet on
thy Horns. Oh powerful Love! that in fome rcfpedb

makes a Beafi a Man ; in fome other, a Maij a Beaft^ You
were airo,y?//?/V^'r,aSwan, for the Love of Led-a: Oh omni-
potent Love ! how near^the God drew to the Complexion
of a Goofe ; a Fault done frit in the form of a Beaft, O
y^i^e, 2L beaflJy fault ; and then another fault in the fern-

blance of a Fowl ; think on't, Jo^e, 3. foul Fault.- When.
Cods have hot Backs, what fludl poor Men do ? Forme,

I
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1 am here a TVirjror Stag, and the fattefr, I think, i'th

Forefl. Send me a cool Rut-time, Jove, or who can

blame me to pifs my Tallow ? Who comes here r my
Doe?

E?iter Miftrefs Ford a7id Mifirefs Page.

Mrs. Ford, ^'nJohnP Art thou there, my Deer?

My Male-Deer ?

Fal. My Doe with the black Scut ! Let thy Sky rain

Potatoes, let it thunder to the Tune of Green Ske^jes, hail

kilTing-Comfits, and fnow Eringoes ; let there come a

Tempeft of Provocation, I will Ihelter me here.

Mrs. Ford. Miftrefs Page is com.e with me, fweet Heart.

Fell. Divide me like a bnbed Buck, each a Haunch ; I

will keep my Sides to my felf, my Shoulders for the Fel-

low of this Walk, and my Horns I bequeath your Hus-

band's. Am I a Woodman, ha ? Speak I like Herfie the

Hunter? Why, now is Cupids Child of Confcience, he

makes Reftitution. As I am a true Spirit, welcome.

\^Koife iLit.bi/J^

Mrs. Page. Ahs ! what Ncifc?
Mrs. Fv'd. Heav'n fo~give our Sins.

Fa/, What fhall this be ?

Mrs. Ford. Mrs. away, away.
[T/je WomeTi run out»

Fal. I think the Devil will not have me damr/d.

Left the Oil that is in m.e fhould fet Hell on Fire ;

He would never elfe crofs me thus.

Enter Fairies.

^ic. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white.

You moon-fhine Revellers, and Shades of Night,
You Ojphan Heirs of fixed Deftiny,

Attend your Office, and your Quality.
Cries Hobgoblin, make the Fairy O-yes.

Eva. Elves, liii your Names ; filencc you airy Toys,
Cricket, to V/indfor Chimneys ihak thou leap :

Where Fires thou find*il unrak'd, and Hearths unfwcpt.
There pinch the miids as blue as Bilbery.
Our radiant Queen hates Sluts and Siuttery.

Fal. They are Fairies, he thatfpeaks to them (lialldie.

rii Wink and couch ; no man t^'ieir Works mull eye.

S^Lies do-i^n upon h:j Face,
^

Eva.
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E'va, Where's Pede F Go you and where yon find a maiA

That ere Ihe fleep hath thrice her Prayers faid,

Raife up the Organs of her Phantafy,

Sleep fhe as found as carelefs Infancy ;

But thofe that fleep and think not on their Sins,

Pinch them,Arm5,Legs,Backs, Shoulders, Sides,and Shins,

j^//V. About, about

;

Search Windfor CalUe, Elves, within and out,

Strew good Luck, Cuphes, on every facred Room,
That it may Hand till the perpetual Doom,
In State as wholfome, as in State 'tis £t;

Worthy the Owner, and the Owner it.

I'he feveral Chairs of Order look you fcour.

With Juice of Balm and every precious FlowV i

Each fair Inftalment, Coat, and fev'ral Creft,

With loyal Blazon everrriore bcbkfl.
And nightly meadow Fairies, look you fing

Like to the G.^r/^r-compafs in a Ring :

The ExpreiTure that it bears, Green let it be^

More fertile frefh t]ian all the Field to fee;

And Rrni Soit Mal-y Pc?iJe\\r'M

In Emrould-tufFs, Flowers purple, blue and "white.

Like Saphire-pearl, and rich Embroidery,
Buckled below fair Knighthoods bending Knee ;

Fairies ufe Flow'rs for their Charadery,
Away, difperfe; but 'till'tis one a-Clock
Our dance of Cuftom round about the Oak
Of Heme the Hunter let us not forget. [let

:

E^a. Pray you lock Hand in Hand,your felves in Order
And twenty Glow-worms fhall our Lanthoms be

To guide 'our mealure round about the Tree.

But Itay, I fmeil a man of middle Earth.

FaL Heav'n defend me from that Wdjh Fairy^

Left he transform me to apiece of Cheefe.

Pift. Vile Worm, - thou wall: o'er-look'd even thy Birth,

^ick. With Trial-fre touch me his Fingers end ;

If he be Challe, the Flame will back defcend

And turn him to no Pain ; but if he iiart,

It is the Ficfh of a corrupted Heart.

Pijl. A Trial, come.

burn hi?n ^Jjith their Tapers and pinch him.
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jE'L'^. Come, will this Wood take fire ?

Eal, Oh, oh, oh.

^ic. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in Defire

;

About him, Fairies, fmg a fcornful Rhime,
And as you trip, Hill pinch him to your time.

The S O N G.

Tie on Jimple Fhantafy : Fie on Luft and Luxury :

Luji is but a bloody Fire^ kindled uoith unchajle dejtre.

Fed in Heart ivhofe Flames afpire,

As Thoughts do blo^ them higher and higher.

Pinch him. Fairies, mutually : pinch him for his Villany :

Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about,

''Till Candles^ and Star-light, and Moon-fiAne be out.

[He offers to run out

Enter Page, Ford, i^c. They lay hold of him.

Page, Nay,donot fly,I think we have watch'd you now ?

Will none but Her-ne the Hunter ferve your turn ?

y[.x%.Page\ pray you, come ; hold up the Jell no higher.

Now, good Sir John, how like you Windfor Wives ?

See you thefe Husbands ? Do nottliefe fair yoaks
Become the Forell better than the Town ?

Ford, Now, Sir, who's a Cuckold now ?

MaPcer Brook, Faljlaj^^s a Knave a cuckoldly Knave,
Here are his horns, M-TSk-Qv Brook,

And, Mafter Brook he hath enjoy'd nothing of Ford''^

But his Buck-basket, his Cudgel, and twenty Pounds of

money, which muft be paid to Mailer Brook ; his Horfes

are arrefled for it. Mailer Brook,

Mrs. Ford, Sir John, we have had ill Luck ; we could

never meet. I will never take you for my Love again,

but I will always count you my Deer.

Pal. 1 do begin to perceive that I am made an Afs.

Ford. Ay, and an Ox too : Both the Proofs are extant.

FaL AnJ thefe are not Fairies

:

I was three or four times in the Thought they were not

Fairies, and yet the guiltinefs of my mind, the fudden

fjrprize of my Powers, drove the grolsnefs of the Fop-
pery into a received Belief, in dcipite of the Teeth of

all
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all Rhi'meand Reafon ; that they were Fairies. See new,
how Wit may be made a Jack-a lent, when 'tis upon ill

Employment.
Enja, Sir John Falftaff, ferve Got, and leave your De-

fires, and Fairies will, not pinfe you,
Fcrch Well faid. Fairy Hugh.
E'va. And leave your Jealoufies too, I pray you.
Ford. I will never miilruft my Wife again, 'till thoa

art ab:e to woo her in good Engli/h.

FaL Have I laid my Brain in the Sun and dry'd it, that
it wants m.atter to prevent fc grcfs o'er-reaching as this ?

-Am I ridden with a V/elJh Goat too ? Shall I have a Cox-
comb of Frize ! "Fis time I were choak'd vvith a pieee of
toafted Cheefe.

E<va. Seefe is not gcod to give Putter j your Felly is all

Putter.

Fal, Seefe and putter r Have I liv'd to fiand in the taunt
of one that makes Fritters of EngUfi ? This is enough to
be the dec?y of Luiland late- walking through the Realm.

Mrs. Page. W^hy, Sir John, do you thmk, though we
would have thruft Virtue out of our Hearts by the Head
and Shoulders, and have given our felves without fcruple
to He]}, that ever the Levil could have m.ade you our
relight ?

Ford. What, a Hodge-pudding ? A Bag of Flax ?

Mrs. Fage, A puft man r

Page. And, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable Intrails ?

Ford. And one that is as fl'inderous as Satan ?

Fage, Old as poor as Job ?
Ford, And as wicked as his Wife ?

E'va. And given to Fornications, and to Taverns, ancJ

Sack, and Wine, m.etheglins, and to Drinkings, and
Swearing?, and Starings, Fribbles and Brabbles ?

Fal. Well, I am your Theme; you have the Start of
me, I am dejecled ; I am not able to anfwer the Weljh
Flannel, Ignorance it felf is a Blummet o'er me, ufc me
as you will.

Yord. Marry, Sir, well bring you to Windfor to one Air.

Brcck, that you have cozen'd of money, to whom you
fliould have been a Bander : Over and above that ycu have
fuffer^d, I think, to repay that money will be a biting

Affiidion.

Page
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P/ige. Yet be cheerful. Knight, thou flialt cat a Poffet

to Night at my Houfe, where I will defire thee to laugh

at my Wife, that now laughs at thee. Tell her, Mr. Slen^

der hath marry'd her Daughter.

Mrs. Fage. Do6lors doubt that;

If A7im Page be my Daughter, flie is by this Dodlor

Caius's Wife.

Enter Slender.

Shu, What hoe ! hoe ! Father Fage !

Fage. Son ? How now ? How now. Son,

Have you difpatch'd !

6/t7/. Difpatch'd ? Til make the beft in Ghucejierjkki

know on't ; would I were hang'd-la, elfe.

Page. Gf what. Son }

Slsnd. I came yonder at Eaton to marry millrefs Anne
Page, and ihe's a great lubberly Boy. If it had not been

i'th Church, I would have fwing'd him, or he fhould have

Aving'd me. If I did not think it had been Anne Page^

would I might never ftir, and 'tis a Poll-mafler's Boy.

P^g€. Upon my Life then you took the wrong.

Slen. \V\\2lM need you tell me that ? I think fo, when I

took a Boy for a Girl ; If I had been marry'd to him, for

all he was in Woman's Apparel,! v/ould not have had him.

Page. WJiy, this is your own Folly.

Did not I tell you how you fliould know my Daughter
by her Garments ?

Slen. I went to "her in v/hite, and cr/'i Mum, and ihe

cryM Budget, as Anne and I had appointed, and yet it

was not Anne, but a PoiVmafter's Boy.

Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry ; I knew of your

purpofe, turn'd my Daughter into green, and inded Ihe

is no w with the Do6lor at the Deanary, and there mar-

ry'd.

E?iter Caius.

Caius. Ver is miHrefs Page, by gar, I am cozen'd I ha'

marry'd one Garfoon, a Boy; one Pefant, by gar. A
Eoy ; is it not Anne Page, by gar, I am cozen'd.

Mrs. Page. Why ? Did you take her in green !

Caius. Ay, by gar, and 'tis a Boy ; by gar, I'll raifeall

Wind/or.

Ford, This is ftrange ! who hath got the right A^ne !

Fag.*.

i
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Page. My Heart mifgives me ; here comes Mr. Fenton^

Efiter Fenton and Anne Page.

How now, Mr. Fenton^

Anne. Pardon, good Father ; good my Mother, Pardon.
Page. Now Miilrefs,

How chance you went not with Mr. Slender ?

Mrs. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Do^lor, maid ?

Pent. You do amaze her. Hear the Truth of it.

You would have marry 'd her moll fhamefully.

Where there was no proportion held in Love :

The Truth is, (he and I, long fince contraded.

Are now fo lure that nothing can diflblve us.

Th' OfFence is holy that (he hath committed.

And this Deceit lofes the name of Crafty

Of Difobedience, or unduteous Title ;

Since therein flie doth evitate and fiiun

A thoufand irreligious curfed Hours
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her.

Ford. Stand noi amaz'd, here is no Remedy.
In Love, the Heaveiis themfelvesdo guide the State

;

Money buys Lands, r,nd Wives are fold by Fate.

Fal. I am glad, tho' you have ta'en a fpecial Stand to

flrike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc'd.

Page. Well, what Pvcmedy ? Fe?iton^ Heav'n give thee

Joy?
Vv'hat cannot be efchewM, muft be embraced,

Ei.'a. I will alfo daucc, and eat Plumbs at your

W^edding.

Fal. When Night-dogs run, all forts of Deer are chac'd.

Mrs. Page. Well, I will mufe no further, Mr. Venton,

Heav'n give you many, many merry Days.

Good Hubband, let us every one go home.

And laugh this Sport o'er by a Country Fire,

Sir John and all.

lo7'd. Let it be fo. Sir John :

To mailer Brook you yet fhall hold your Word

;

For he to Night, fhall lie with miftrefs Ford.

[E;<eunt Ornnes,

FINIS.



' FE RTTSEMENT.
JJcob Tonfon^ and the other Proprietors of

the Copies of Shake/pear"^ Plays, defign-

ing to finifh their Edition now publifliing

with all fpeed, give Notice, That with the

laft Play, they will deliver Gratis General Ti-

tles to each Volume of the whole Work, fo

that each Play may be bound in its proper

Place : And alfo do give further Notice

That any Play of Shakefpear\ that now is, or

hereafter fhall be out of Print, will be Re-
printed without delay. So that all Gentlemen

who have bought thefe Plays fhall not be dif-

appointed, but may depend on having their

Sets compleated.

N. B. Whereas one R. Walker has propofed

to Pirate all Shakefpear'j Plays ; but through

Ignorance of what Plays are Shakefpear'j, did^

in feveral Advertifements propofe to print Oedi-
pus King of Thebes, as one ^/ Shakefpear'i

Plays and has finee printed Tate's King
Lear inftead of Shakefpear'j, and in that amd
Hamlet has omitted ahnofi one half of the

Ge?2uine Editions printed by Tonfon and Pro-
prietors. The World will therefore judge hozv
likely they are to have a compleat Colle5lion of
Shakcfpear'j Plays from th^ faid R. Walker.
































